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TRAGED1E 

oflCingRichard 

the third. 

Conteining his treacherous Plots againft his 
brother C/^w^.-thepitifiilnumher of his innocent 
Nephewcs : his ryrartfiicall vfurpation : with 
the whole courfe of his detcfted life, and moft 
def rued death. 

it hath beerte lately A ffed by the Right hot) our able 
the Lord Chamherlaine his fermnts. ■ 
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lam determined to proouc a vil lame. 

And hate the idle plcafurcs ofthefe daies: 

Plots hauel laid,indu<ftious dangerous. 

By dr unken Prophefics, libels and dreames, • 

To let my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one againft the other. V : ■ >■ 

And if King Edward be as true and tuft, 

As lam fuhtile,falfe,and trecherous : 

This day fhould Clarence dofely be mewed yja, 

About ^Prophecy which fates tlut.G. 

OfEdwa'rds helves the murthcrcrs ffiatt he. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foulc. Enter C'arctice with 
Heere Clarence comes, agardofwen. 

Brother, good dayes,what mcaries this armed gard 
That waites vpon your grace? (pointed 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafety hath ap- 
This conduct to conuey me to the tower. 

Glo. Vpon what caufc? 

£Lt. Bccaufe my name is George: 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 

He fhould for thatkommit your Godfathers * 

O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
That you fhall be new chriftried in the tower. 

But whats the matter Clarence may I know# 

Cld. Yea Richard when, I know i for .1 proteft 
As yet I do not, but as I can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crofTe-rowe pluckcs the letter G: 

And faics a wizard told him that by G, 

His ifluedifinherited fhould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I lcarnc and fuch like toies as thefe* 

Hauc mooued his highnclTe to commit me now* 

Glo. Why this it is when men are ruldc by women, 

T is not the King that fends you to the tower. 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis fhe. 

That tempts him to this extremities / ; \4,niiv.. 
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of Richard the third. 

Anthony Wooduileher brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Hidings to the tower, 

From w hence this prefent day he is deliucredi 
We are no t fafe Clarence, we are not fife. 

C/a. By heauen I thinke there is no man is fecurde. 

But the Queencs kindred and night-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and Miftreflc Shore, 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Elalbngs was to her for his dcliuerie, 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitiCi 
Got my Lord Chambcrlainc his libertie. 

He tell you what, I thinke it is our way. 

If we will keepe in fauour with the king. 

To be her men and weare her'liuei y. 

The iealous oreworne widow and her felfe, 

Since tbafour brother dubd them gentlewomen, 

Are mighye goftips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I bcfcech your Graces both to pardon me : 

His Maieftie hath ftraightlie giuen in charge, 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. £uen fo and pleafe y cur worfhip Brokenbury, 

You may partake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the king 
Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Queene 
W ell ftrooke in y cares, faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a prcric foote, 

A cherry lippe, a bonny eye, apaffing pleating tongue : 
And that the Queencs kindred arc made gentle folkcs. 

Ho vs' fay you fir, can you denie all this?' 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do. 
GVo.JSIaiight to do with Miftreffe Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naught with her,excepting one 
Were befl he doitfecretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord# 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me# 

Bro. I befeechyour Grace to pardon me, and withall for- 

X our conference with the n^blc Duke, (bearc 
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Qa. We know thy charge Brokenbury ,and will obey. 
Cla, We are the Queenes abie&s and roul 
Brother fare well, I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy 
Were it to call KingEdwards wit 
I will performe it toinfranchifr 
Meane time this deepe dtlgracc 
Touches me deeper then you cai 
Cla. I know it pleafeth neithei 
Glo. Welhyour imprifonmen 
I will deliuer you or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce, farewc 
Glo. Go tread the path that l 

Simple plaine Clarence,! do loue i 
That I willflrorrly fend thy foule to 1 
If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who comes here, the new deliuered Halting:.. 

Enter Lord H Alt trigs* 

IJaft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine: 
Well are vou welcome to the open aire, 

How hath your Lor'dfhip brookt imprifonment* 

Hajl. With patience (noble Lordjas pnfoners mutt: 
Butl (hall liue my lord to giuc them thankes, 

That were the caufe ofmy itpprifonm 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fir 
For they that were your enemies arc his. 

And haue preuaild as much onhim as you 
Haft. More pittie that the Eagle Ihoulc 
While kights and buflards prey at 
Glo. What newes abroad 3 
Haft. No newes fo bad 
The king is ficklv,weakcand melancnc 
And his Phifitions fearchim mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is 
Oh he hath kept an euill diet long, . 

Ind overmuch confumed his royall pcrlonj 






vnto. 



Tis very greeuous to be thought 
What is he in his bed 
Haft. He is. 

Glo. Go you 

He cannot liue I hope, and 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to Heauen. 

Ilein to vrgehis hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weightie argun 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

W hich done, God take king Edward to his 
And leaue the world for me to buffed in: 

For then He marrie Warwicks youngeft daughter 5 
What though I laid her husband ana her father,. 

The rcadieft way to make the wench amends,. 

Is to become her husband 
The which will I, not all (b 
As for another fecret clofe inten 
By marrying her which I muft reach 
But yet 1 run before my horfe to market 
Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill Hues and uugues, , 
Whcn they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. Exit. 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady <>An. Sit downc fit downe,your honourable lord 
If honor may be flirowded in a hearfe. 

Whileft I a.whilc obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall ofvertuous L-ancaftcr, 

Poore kei-coldfigure,ofa holy King, 

Pale afhes ofthe houfe ofLancafter 
Thou bloudleffe remnant ofthat roy 
Be it la wfull that I inuocatc thy ghoft. 

To heare the lamentations of poorc Am 
Wife to thy Edward, t® thy flaughtcrcd fom. 

Stahdby the felfefanie hands that made thefe 
Loe in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 
powre the helplcffe balme of my poorc eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made thefe fatallholes. 

Curft be thehcartthathadthchcarttodoie. 




More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death ofthces ; 

Then I can wifh to adders, fpiders,toades, 

Gr any creeping venotridc thing that hues. 

If cuer he haue child, abortiue be it, T- '<• 

Prodigiouvand vntimely brought to light: •' / ' . 

Whofc vgty and, vnnaturall afpeft. 

May fright the hopefull mother at the viewj 
If cuer he haue wife, lev her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am tnadeby my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfcy with your holy loads, 

Taken ffomTaules to be inferred rherfcr • 

And Rill asyou are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries corfe. 

'Enter Gloflar. 

Glo. Stay you that feeasethg£Q"rfe and fet itclowne. 

La, What blacke magitian con iures vpthis fiend, 

T o flop deuotedcharitable dcedcs? 

Glo. Villaine fet dovvnc thecorfc,or by S.Paule, . *•’; > 
lie makeacorft ofhiffl that-difobeye-s. 01 ' i ’ 

Gent. -MyLbid^ft ana backe and let tlufcoffirr pafici.; ■ 
Glo. Vnmanerd dog, Hand thou when I command, 
Aduancethy Halbert higher then my breft. 

Or by Saint Paule Ileftrifefcfhfcfe t© mpfoote. 

And fpurne vpontheeibeggleX^tthp Boidneffe- -j 

La. What do yt>w^€aM5U^#eybo-<iltoFrai^' ^ v ; r 
Alas, I blame you not, for youare fneltall. 

And mortall eyes cannoftnotne the diueil.*; 
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AuauntthotkdrbadfijUmiriifterofhclf 

Thou had ft but poweffbififc.Kis’mOi tatlbody, 

His foule thou canft~not-haue,thercforebe gone, 

SweeteSaintlfor Charity be not focurft. - 
La. Foule diuellftor Gods fake hence St trouble Ysnor, 
Forthouhaft made the happy earth thy hell: • - • 

Bid it with curfingcries'.ancl defrpe exciairaes. 0C L 

If thou delight to view thy haiuousdeedes, • - ; 

Bchojid this patternc ofthy butcheries, 1 01 
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of Richard~tEeTIur3. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries woundes, 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afi efil. 
B!ui1i,biu(h,thou lumps of foule deformitic, 

For t’is thy prefence that exhales this blood. 

From colde and emptic vcines where no bloud dwells. 
"Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall , 

Prouokes this deluge molt vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madefl,rcuenge his death* 

Oh earth which this bloud driDkft.rcuengc his death : 
Either hcauen with iightning ftrike the mu therer dead. 
Or earth gape open wideband eate him quicke. 

As thoudoeft fwallow vp this good Kings bloud. 

Which his hell-goucrnd arme hath butchered, 

Glo, Ladic you know no rules of charitie. 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfes. 

Lady, Villaine thou knoweft no law of God nor man: 
No bead fo fierce, but kjiowes fome touch of pitt ie. 

.Glo, Bur I know none, and therefore am no bcaft. 
Lady. Oh wonderfull when Diuels tell the truth. 
ty/<v More wonderfull when Angels arc fo angry: 
Vcuchafc diuine perfeftion of a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofea cuds to giuc me leaue. 

By circumltance but to acquite my fclfe. 

La. Voechfafc defofed mfcftion ofa man. 

For thefe knowne cuds but to giue me leaue. 

By circumfhncc to curie thy curled fclfe. 

Git. Fairer then tongue can namethce,let me hauc 
Some patient lcifure to excufe my fclfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft maid 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy fclfe. 

Glo. By fuch defpaire I fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difpairing fhouldft thou ftand cxcufde. 

For doing worthie vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft vn worthie (laughter vpon others, 

Glo. SaythacIfluethetnnotJ 
^ w hy then they are not dead, 

But dead they are, and diuelifhflaueby thee. 

Glo, I did not kilfyourhusband. 
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La, "Why flien-he is aliue. 

Gto. Nay ,he is dead, and flaine by Edwards band. 

La. In thy fcule throat thou lieft,Queene Margaret (awe 
Thy bloudy faulchion fmoking inhisbloud. 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt. 

G la. 1 was prouoked by her fiaundcrous tongue* 

Which laid their guilt vponmy guiltlefle fliouldcrs. 

La , Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudie minde, 

W hjch neuer dreamt on ought but butcheries i 
Didft thou nqt kill this king; Glo. I grant yea* 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou mayefl be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentlyjmilde and vertuous. 

Glo. 'Th&fi'tter for the king of heauen ,that-hafch him* 

. L*. He is jin heauen, where thou fbalt rieuer come, 

Glo. Let him thajikcm? that holpe to fend .him' thither* 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. , . 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell* 

* Glo. Y cs one place clfe,ifyou wijl heare me name it. 

La, Some dungeon* Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where, thou lieft. 

Glo, So will if Madame, till I lie withy ou* 

La, Ihopefo. - 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

To leaue this ki nde focounter of our wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flow er method? t 
Is not the caUfer of the timeleffe deaths. 

Of thefe PlaxitagenetsyHenrie and Edward, 

As blamcfuil as rhe’exccutionetf 
La. Thou art the caufe,and rnoft accurft effeft. 

Glo, Your beautie was the caufe oft hat effeft, 

Your beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft one houre in your fyveete bofome. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailcs fhould rend that beautie from my cheelces* 
Glo, Thefe eies could neuer indure fwce.t beauties wracke, 

You 
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of Richard the third. 

You fhould not blemifh thein if I flood by: 

Asallthe world is' cheered bythefonne. 

So I by that, it is my day , my lifo. 

La. Bhcke night ouerfoade t&j^.ay, and death thy life. 
Glo, Curie not thy felfefaire iSfeature,thou art both* 

La, I would I were to be reuenged on thee* 

Glo, It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

T o be reuengd on him that louet h you* 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and rcafonable. 

To be reuengd on him t hat flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, ' 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth* 

Glo. Go to,hc liucs that loues you better then he could? 
La, Name him. Glo, Plantagenet. 

La, Why that was he. 

JGlo- Thefelfefame name, but one of better nature. 

La, Where is he? 

Glo. Heere. S he fpitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mef 
La, Would it were mortall poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fvveete aplacc* 

La, Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doeft in ft ft my cics. 

Glo, Thine eies fivecte Lady,haue infefted mine. 

- La, Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead, 

Glo,. I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now they kiii me with a liuing death: 

1 Iiofc eies or thine.froni mine haue drawne falttearcs. 
Shamed their afpeft witbftoreofchildilh drops: 

1 neuer fixed ro friend nor enemle, 

M\ tongue could neuer lcarne fwcete (oothing words? 
bur now thy beautie is propofde ray fee: 
y proude heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 

*f £ t .\^ for fuch contempt. 
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Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the fouleforth that adoreth thee: 

I lale it naked to the dead!)' Broke, 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee, 

Nay, do not pawfe,twas I thatkilde your husband. 

But twas thy beautie that prouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on: Here (he lets fall 
T akc vp the fword againe dr take vp me. the {word* 

La. Arifediffembler, though I wifli thy death, . 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo, Then bid me kill my fclfe,and I will do it. 

La. 1 haue al teadie. 

Glo, T ufh that was in thy rage, 

Speake it againe, and cucn with the word, 

Thathand whichfor thy loue did kill thy loue,. < 

Shall for thy loue kill a far re truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou (halt be acceflarie. 

La, I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I feare meboth are falle. 

Glo, Then neuer was man true. 

La, Well,wel!,putvp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo, But I fhall liue in hope. 

La, All men I hope liue fo. 

Gel. Vouchfafc to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Glo, Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger, 

I.uen fo thy breafl inclofcth nay poore heart. 

Weare both of them, for both of them arc thine, 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand,. 

Thou doefl confirme his happincfTe for euer: 

La, WhatisitJ , r r , . r ' 

Glo, That it would pleafe thee leaoe thefe fad defignes* 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, 
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And prefently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Where after I haue folemnely intetred 
At Chertfie monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares r 
I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! befecch you 
Grant me this boone. 

La. With all my heart ,and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Trcfli Hand Barkley go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La, Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already . Exit, 

Glo, Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Str, Towards Chei tfic noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to while Friers, thereattend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed; Exeunt , manet 67. 
Was euer woman in this humor vvonne# 

He haue her, but I will notkeepc her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father. 

To take her in her hearts txtreamc ft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding wStnetfc of her hatred by, 

Haumg God, her confcience,and thefe bars againft me, 

And I nothing to backc my fait at all , 

But the plaine Diuell and difTembling lookes, 

A nd yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Edward,her Lord, whom Ifome three rooncths fince 
Stabd in my angrie moode at TcwxburyJ 
A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie ofnature: 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royall. 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fhee yet debafe her eyes on me. 

That ctopt the golden prime ofthis fweetc Prince, 

And made her widdotv toa wofull bed? 
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On me, whofe all not equals Edwards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnlhipcn thus. 

My Dukcdoaie to a brggcrly denier, 

I do mi (lake my perfon allthis while. 

Vpon my life (he finds, although I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruailous proper man. 
lie be at charges for a looking glade, 

And entertaine fome febreor two of taylers, 

T o ftudie falhions to adorne my bodie, 

Since 1 am crept in faucur with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fomc little coil: 

But firft He tumc yon fellow iri his-graue. 

And then retume lamenting to my louc. 

Shine out faire funne,t»il I haue bought a glade. 

That I may fee my (liadovv as I pafle. Exit . 

Enter Qaeene t L era Rtuers t G my, 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt hisMaic- 
Wi’lfoonerccouerhisaccuftomcdhealth. (dies 

Gray In that you boroke it ill.it makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 

And cheere his grace with quickc and mcry words, 

Q«. If he were dead, what would betide of me. 

IU No other hanne but lode of fuch a Lord, 

Q», The lode of fuch a Lord includes all harmc, 

G r, The hcauens haue bled you with a goodly forme. 
To be your comforter when he is gone, 

Q*. Oh he is yong,and bis minoritie 
I s put vnto the cruft ofRich. Glccefter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none ofyea, 

Ri. Is it concluded he (Tull be pro teftor? 

Q«. It is determined, not concluded yet , 

But (bit muft be if the King mifcai tie, (Enter Bacl^Darfy 
Gr. Here come the Lord Jjof Buckingham, and Darby. 
Bhc, Good time of day vnto your royall, grace. 

Bar, God make yoiir maieftie ioyfuli as you haue bcene. 
Qtf. The Countefle Richmond good my Loiof Darby, 
To your good prayers wi 1 1 fca reel)' fay, A men: 

Yet Darby notwnhftanding,fhecs your wife, ' ■ 
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ofRichardthe third. 

And loues not me, be you good Lo, adiirde 
1 hate not you for her proud arrogance, 

D*r. Idobefeechyoueithernot belccue 
The enuious (launders of her falfc accufers. 

Or if(he be accufde in true report. 

Beare with her weaknede,which I thinkc proceedcs, 

From wayward fickne(Te,and no grounded malice. 

Riu, Saw you the King to day, my Lo ,of Darbie i 
f Bar. But now the Duke of Buckingham, and I, 

Came fiomvifitinghis Maieftie. 

Q». With likelihoode of his amendment Lords? 

Bhc . Madame, good hope, his Grace fpeakes cheerfully, 
Q». God graum him health, did you confer with him ? 
Bhc. Madame we did : He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloccfter, and your brothers. 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Chamberlainc, 

And fent to warne them to his royall prefence. 

Q*. Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our liappinefTc is-at the higheft. Enter Gloccfter, 
Glo, Theydomewrong,andlvvillnotenduteit. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King? 

That I forfooth am ftei ne and loue them not * 

By holy Paul they louc his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his cares withfuch difeentions rumors r 
Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, (hiooth,deceiue and cog, 
puckcwith French nods, and apiflieourtcfie, 

I muft be held a rankerous cnemie. 

Can not a plaine man line and thinke noharme. 

But thus his fjmple truth muft be abufde. 

By ftlken (lie inunuating Iackes ? 

u hom in all thisprefence fpeakes your Grace? 

■mi i ° , e> *hat haft nor heiivftie nor grace. 

When haue I iniured tliee,when done thee wrong, 
r thee.oi thee,or any ofvour faction ? 

A pague vpon you all. His royall perfon 

cXno7| God pie ; erue better th ™ you would wi(h) 
v be ( H lec f c arce a breathi ng while. 

But 
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But you mufl trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Qj*. Brother ofGloccfter, you miftake the matter; 

The King of liis owne royall difp jfition. 

And not prouokt by any fbter elle, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward aftions fbewes it felfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and ro remoue ir. 

Glo, I cannot tell, the world is growne fo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pcarch. 
Since eurric Iacke became a Gentleman : 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Qu. Comc ( comc,we know your meaning,brother Glo. 
You enuic mine aduancemcnt and my friends, 

God graunt we ncuer may haue needs of you, 

Glo t Mcanc time, God grants that we haue ncede of you, 
Our brother is imprifbned by your meancs. 

My felfe difgrac’d,and the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions. 

Arc daily giuen to cnoble thofe. 

That fcarcc fomc two daies fince were worth a noble . 

Qw. By him that raifdc me to this carefull height, 

From that contented hap which I cnioyd, 

I ncuer did iqcenfe his Maicftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarence:but haue beene. 

An earn? ft aduocate to plcadc for him. 

My Lord,you do me Ihaiiicfiill iniurtei/ 

Falftyrro draw me in thefe vile fufpetts. 

Glo, You may deniethat you were not the esufe, 

Of my Lord Haft mgs late imprifonment. 

Rite. She may my Lord. 

Glo, She may,Lo,R iucrs,why who kno wes not fo i 
She may do more Hr then denying that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments, 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts, 

What naay (he not,fhc may, yea manic may fbe« 

RlM, 



Riu. What marrie may fhe> . 

Glo. What marrie may fhefmarry with a King, 

A batdieler.a handfomeftriplingtoo, 

Iwis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

Q*. My Lo.of G!ocefter,Ihauctoo long borne 
Your blunt vpbvaidings.and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen I wil 1 acquaint his Maicftie, 

With thofe erode taunts I often haue endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a great Queene with this condition. 

To bt tnus taunted/corn.'d, and baited at: Enter Q*. 

Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. M argaret , 
Qx.UWar. Andlefncd be thatfmall, God Ibcfeech thee. 
Thy honour, ftate,andfeateisduc to me. 

Glo . What f threat you me with telling, or tire King: 

T ell him and fparc not,looke what I haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paincs are quite forgot. 

Qu i .Afar,Out diuelfl remember them too well , 

Thou fleweft my husband Hcnriein the Tower. 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxbui ic. 

Glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband King, 

I was a packchorfc in his great affaires. 

A wceder out of his proud aduerfarics, 

A libcrall rewarder of his f riends : . ' 

T o royalize his bloud I fpi't mine ovyne, 

Qt*.A4ar.Y ca, and much better bloud,then his or thine. 
Glo, In aU which ttme,youaud your husband Gray, 

W ere fa&ious for t he hoiife of Lancaft er : 

And Riuersfo were you Ws not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Aibons flainef 
Let me put in your nainds, if yours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and what you arc: 

VV ithall ,what I haue beene, and ‘what 1 am. 

Q«. M<*. A murtherous uiil nine, and fo fti!l thou art. 

G/s. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warw ick*, 
Yea and forfwore hitnfelfe (which Iefu pardon.) 

Q^.OJLir. Which Gcdreuenge. 
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Glo. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 

And for his mecde (poorc Lo.)hefe raewcd vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edw ards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifull like mine, 

I am too childifh, toolilhfbi this world. 

Q (*,Mar .Hie thee to hell for fhame.and leaue the world 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdomeis. 

Ri, My Lo.of Glocefter in thofebuficdaycs. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies* 

We followed then ourLo.ourlawfuIl king, 

So (hould we you,ifyou (hould be our king. ' 

G/<». If I fhonldbe? 1 had rather bea pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought ofit. 

Q*. As little ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould intoy .were you this countries king, 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof. 

QH.Ma.A little ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof,. 

For I am Hie, and altogether ioy leffe, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyvats that fall out, 
fa (haring out that which you haue pild from me : 

Which cfyou trembles notthat lookeson me - 
If not, that I being Queene, you bow like fubie&s,. 

Y et that by you depoide,) ou quake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc do not turncawae. 

Glo, Foulc Wrinckled witch, what tnakft thou in my fight 

Qwkf<*. But repetition of what thou haft mar.d, 

T hat will I makc,before 3 let thee go : 

A husband, anti a forme thou oweft to me. 

And thou a kiri'gdome,all of you allegiance ; 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfu'. pe are mine. 

Glo. The curbs my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou dicift crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy (come drewft riuers fi om his eies, 

And then to drie thenvrnu’ft the Duke a clout, 

Stceptin tire faultleffe bioud ofgrettie Rutland s 
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His curfes then from bitterneffe of foule, 

Denounft againft thee, are all fallen vpon thee, 

And God, not we,hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 

Qu. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Httfi. O tvvas the fouleft deede to flay that babe, 

And the moft mercileffe that euer was heard of 
Riu. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
T)orf t No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

Buck. Northunberland then prefent,wept to fee it. 

Qu, M, What? were you fnatling all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yoi kes dread curfe prcuailc fo much with heuen, 

That Henries death, my lonely Ed wards death. 

Their Kingdoms Ioffe, my wofull banifhment. 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifli brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heauen? 

Why then giuc way dull cloudes to my quicke curies: 

If not by warre.by fur let die your King, 

As ours by murder, to make him a King. 

Edward thy fonne, which now isPrincc of Wale?, 

For Edward rnyfonne/vliich was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntitnely violence, 

Tliy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Outline thy gloric, like my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lode. 

And fee another,as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie,as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happic daies before thydeath. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe;. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were danders by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftings, when my fonne 
Wasftabd with bloudic daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you m.ay Hue your natural! age; 

But by feme vnlookc accident cut off, 

Glo, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag, 
And leaue o lit the ftay dog, for thou (halt hear me 
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The Tragedie 

Ifheaaen haue any grecuous plague inftore, 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee: 

Ol tthemkecpeit till thy finnes be tipe. 

And ihcnhurle* dovvne their indignation 
On thee the trouble r of the pool e worlds peace.* 

The wortr.e of conference ftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofe vpthat deadly eye of thine,. 

Vnlelfe it be whilcft home tormenting di esme 
Affi ights thec,with a hell ofvgly diacls. 

Thou eluifli nia, kt,ahortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The fLue of nature, and thefonne ofhell. 

Thou ilaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lothed iifiie of thy fathers loynes . 

Thou rag ofhonour,thou detefted,&c. 

Gin, Margaret, 

Richards G!o, Ila. "■> 

Q*. M. 1 call thee not. J 

Gin, Then 1 erie thee naercieifor I had thought 
Thou hadft cafld me all thefe bitter names. 

Qu. M. Why fo 1 did, but lookc for no respite, 

G let me make the period tomycurfe. 

Gin, Ti> done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe, 
Q u. Thus haucyou breathed yourcurfe againft your 
Poore painted Qneene, vaineflouiiflrofmyfor- 
Whyftrevvft thou fiiger on that bottled fpider, (tune: 

Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee aboutf 
■ Foole,foole,thou vvhetft S'knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come when thou lhait wifh forme, 

To helpe th. e curie that poifoned bunchbackt toadc, 

Haft, Falte boadmg woman, end thy frantike carfe, 

ILcaft to thy harmetlioti moue our patience, . 

Q. M, Foirle fiiaine vpon you, you liaue all rnou’d mine, 
Rt, Were you well feiu’d you would be taught your duty, 
M, To feme me welljyou all lliould do me dutic, 
Teach me to be your Queene,aad yon my fubietf s: 
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O ferue me well, and teach yours fclues thatdutic. 

Dorf. Difptrc not with her, Ihe islunatique. 

(v M, Peace Matter Marques, you arc malapert. 

Your fire, new ftampe of honour is fcarfe currant : 

O that your yongnobilitie could iudge. 

What twere to loofe it and be milerable: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to ftiake them, 

And if they fall, they daftuhemfclues to peeces. 

Gh, Good counfell mary,lcarnc it,leariic it Marques. 
Dor, It toucheth you (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Gin. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne lb high, 

Our aiery builcleth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies, with the vvinde.and fcornes the funne. 

Q«, M, And turnes the funne toftude,alas, alas, 

Witncs my fonne,now in the ftiade of death , 

Whofe bright ourftiiningbeames,thy cloudie wrath. 

Hath in ctcmall darkcnclfe foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not fufforit: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo. 

Buck; Haue done for fhame, if not for charhie. 

Q. M. Vrge n either charitie nor fhame to me, 

V ndiai itably with me haue you deal t, 

Andfhamefully by you my hopes arc butcherd i 
My charitie is outrage, life my fhamo, 

And in my fhame ftill liue my forrow es rage, 

Buc\, Haue done, 

QJM, O Princely Buckingham, I will latte thy hand, 

In fvgnc of league andamnie with thee: 

Now fake befall thee>and thy Princely houfe# 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compaile of my curfef 
Buck* Ncrnoonehere/orcurfes neuerparTe 
The lips of chofe chat breath them in the aire. 

Qi. ^ Pe not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle flceping peace# 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fuwnes^he bites,and when he bites, } 
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His venome tooth' will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him,beware of him: 

Sinnc,dcath,and hell haue fet their matks on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo, What doth Ihe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

, Buck, Nothing that 1 refpett my gracious Lord. 

Q.M. Wh?t doeftthou fcornc me for mv ecntle coun. 

_J /' L.I I 1 1 *1 T .1 r Jo 
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And (both the diucll that I warne thee from? 

Obut remember this another day, 

When he (hall fplit thy very heart with fon o w, 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteffe: 

Liue each of you the fubie&s of his hate, 

Andhc toyour,andall ofyou to Gods, Exit , 

Aly haire doth {land on end to hearc her curies, 
Ritt. And fo do;h mine, I wonder fheesat hbertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
Mv part thereof that 1 haue done . 

Q». I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, Butyou haueaH the vantage of this wron», 

I was to hot to do fomc body good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

M arry as for Clarcnce,hc is well repaid, 

He is frankt vp to fattingifor his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caule of it. 

Rt«. A vei tuous and a Chriftianlike conclufron, 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs, 

Glo, So do I euer,beirig well aduifde. 

For had I curft,now I had curd my fclfe. 

Catf. Madam his maiedic doth call for you. 

And for your Grace, and you my noble Lo: 

Q«. Catesby wc come,Lords will you go with vs, 

Ritt. Madame we will attend your grace. Exeunt, man. Ri, 
Glo. I doe the wrong, and firft began Co braule 
The fccret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others ’ V 

Clarence,whom Iindeede haue laid in darkenefle: 

I do bewcepe to many fimple guls : 

Name- 
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of Richard the third . 

Namely to Hadings,Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Quecne,and her allies, 

Thar ftirre the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceueme,and withal 1 whet me. 

To be i euengde on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray : 

Btu then I figh,and with a piece of feripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for cuill : 

And thus I cloath my naked villanie, 

With old odde ends, ftolnc out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint,when mod I play the Diuell : 

But foft,here comes my executioners. Enter executioner/. 
How now, my hardiedoutrefolued mates. 

Are you now going to difpatch this deed# 

Exrr«. We arc, my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me. 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

Withall,obdurate,do not hcarehim pleadej 
For Clarence is well fpoken.and perhaps. 

May moue your hearts topittic,ifyou marke him. 
Ev<?r,Tufh,feare not, my Lo.we will notftand to prate, 

l a kers are no good doers, be adured: r 

We come to vfe our hands,and not our tongues 
we. Your ep drop nnlftoncs, w he n foole? cies drop tears, 

I like you lads, about your bufinefle. Exeunt, F 

„ , lifter Clarence t Brokenburie, 

Br°. Why lookes your grace fo heauily to day ? 

« OTi’ ^r ], \ 1 jl uc P a 3 miferable night. 

So i u 1 of vgly fights,of gaftly dreames, 

1 hat as IamaChridianfaithfull man, 

1 vvould not fpend another fuch a night, x 

f ?r Ci n t0 buy a Worlcl o{] kppie dayes, 

Sofulo drM terror was the time. * 

Cl°: J? 1 * was >' ou ; di e -me:I long to hearc you tell it, 
And ,n^ lc hoU S hts 1 vvas “nbarkt for Burgundic 
And in my companie my brother Glocofter. 

W from my cabt in tempted me to waike, 
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Vpon the hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancaftct , 

That ifad befallen vs:as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddie footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloceftcr ftumblcd,and in {fumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to ftav him)oucr board, 

Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 
What dreadfull noife of waters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eics : 

Me thought 1 faw a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand men, that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors, heapes of pearlc, 
Jneftimablc ftones,vuualucd Jewel ;, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs.and in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabitc, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes reflecting gems, 

Which weed the fiimic bottom of the deepe, 

And mocktthe dead bones that lay fcattered by, 

Brok. Had you fuchleifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon thcfecrets ofthe deepe i 

Clar. M e thought lhaddor ftill the enuious flood 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

To feeke the elliptic, vaffand wandering aire, 

But finothered it within my panting bu’ke, 

Which almoft bui ft to belch it in the fea . 

Br<\. Awakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

Clar. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft to my foule, 

Who pafl (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim fieri iman, which Potts writeoff 
V nto the kindome of perpetu 11 night : 

The firft tlwt there did greet my ftranger foule, 

Was my great father in law, renowmed W avwicke, 
Who cried alovvd,whaf fcourgeforperiurie. 

Can this darke monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 
And fo he vaoiftiKthen came wandring by, 
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A fhadow like an Angell in bright hairc, 

D shied in bloud,and he fqucaktout alowd, 

Clarence'is cpme } falfe,fleeting,periurd Clarence. 

That flabd me in the field by Teuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies,takehitn to your torments. 

With that me thought alegion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine eares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 
I,trembling,wakt:and fora fcafon after, 

Ceuldnot beleeue but that I was in hell, 
Suclrternbleimpreflion made the dreame^.- 
Bro. No mamell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

| promife you,I am afraid to hearc you tell it. ® 

Cla. O Brokenburie,! haue done thofe things, 

Which now beare euidenceagainft my foule, 

Bor Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me, 

My foule is heauie.and I fatne-would fleepe. 

Bro.l will(my Lo.) God giuc your Grace good reft. 
Sorrow, break cs feafons,and repofing hovyers, 

Makes the niHrt morning, and the noonetidc night. 

Princes haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforvnfelt imagination, 

They often feelc a world of reftlcfle cares: 

So that betwixt their titles, and low names, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The wurtbersrs enter. 

In Gocsname what are you, and how came you hither? 
Axec.I would fpeake with Clarencc,andl came hither os 
Bro. Y ca , are you fo briefe l ( ray i co .c 

2 Exec. O fir, it is bettc r to he briefe then tedious, ° 

Shew him our commiffion,ta!ke no more. He readeth it* 
Bro. I am in this commaundcd todcliuer 
I he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
a wii 1 not reafon what is meant hereby, 
ecaufe I will be guiltlefle ofthe 

mcaningr : 

Here are the keies, there fits the Duke allcepe, 
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Itcfo his Maiefivie,and certifi e his grace. , 

That thus I hauc rcfignd iny charge to you. 

E-jit, Do fo, it is a point of wifdome. 

2 What fhall I ftab him as he fleepes ? 

1 No then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When he wakes, 

Whyfoole he lhall ncuer wake till the judgement day, 

1 Why then he will fry, we ftabd him Sleeping, 

2 The vrging of that word Iudgcment,hath bred 
A kind of remorfe in me. 

s I What, art thou afraid #. 

• 2 Nottokilihirnhauingawarrantforif,buttobedamocl 
For killing hun,ffom which no warrant can defend v*. 

1 Backe to the Duke of Glocefler,tell him fo. 

2 I pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humor will 
Change, twas wont to hold roc but while one would tell xxj 

1 How doft thou feele thy felfenow ? (in roc. 

2 Faith fomccertainc dregs of confidence are yet with- 

1 Remember our reward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies,l had forgot the reward, 

1 Where is thy confidence now# 

2 In the Duke ofGlocefters purfe, 

1 So when he opens his putfe to giue vs our reward. 
Thy confidence flies outt 

2 Let vs go, there’s few or none will entertainc it. 

1 How if it come to thee againe? 

2 lie not meddle with. it, it js a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A man can not fteale, 

But it accufcth himihe cannot fweare.but it checks hirm 
Hecannot lie with his neighbours Wife, but k dcte&s 
Him. Itis a blufliing lharofall (pint, that mutinies 
In a mans befome : it fils one full of obftaclcs, 

It made me once rcflore a purfe of gold that 1 found, 

It beggers any man thatkeepesit : it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a daungeious thing, and eueric 
Man thattneanes to liue welfiendeuoursto tuift 
To himfelfcjaiid to liue without it, _ , 
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1 Zounds it is ctlen now at my 'elbow perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

2 Take the Diuell in thyminde, and beleeue him not, 

Ke would infinuatc with theeto make thee figh. . 

1 Tut, lam ftrong in fraud,he cannot preuaile With me, 

I warrant thee. 

2 S poke like a tall fellow that rcfpe&s his reputation,’ 
Come fhall we to this geare? 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts ofthy fword. 
And then we will chop him in the malmfey Butin thenext 

2 Oh excellent deuice, tnakeafopof him, (roomc, 

I Harkehc flics, fhall 1 Alike?- „ 

. 2 No,firfllctsreafon with him. 

Cla, Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup ofvvine* 

1 You fhall hane wine enough my Lo: anon, 

Cla, In Gods name what art thou! 

2 A man as you are. 

CU, But not as I am,royall. 

2 Nor youasweare,loyall, 

Cla. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 

2 My voycc is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne, 
Cla, Ho, v d a rk e ly , a nd how deadly dofl thou fpeakei 
T ell me who are you, wherefore come you hither ! 

Aw, To,to,to. 

C la, Tomurther me. -Ant, I, 

C la. You fcarcely haue the hearts to tel! me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you? 

1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King, 

Cla, I fhall be rcconcild to him againe, 

2 Neucr my Lo: therefore prepare to die. 

Cla. Arc you cald for th from out a world of me* 

Today the innocent? what is my offence# 

Where are the diidence that do accufe me? 
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What la wm!l queft haue giuen their vcrdidl vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge,or who pronounft 
I he bitter fentence of poorc Clarence death, 
oerorc I be cotiuift by courfe of law? 
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To threaten me with death is moft vnlawfoH: 

I charge you as you hope to haucrcdcmption, 

By Chrifts, dearc bicud fhed for ourgieeuous finnes, 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Thedeede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wc do vpon command. 

3 And he that hath commanded is the King. 

Cl*r. Eironious Vahailc, the great KingofKtngs, 
Hath in the tables of his laiv commanded, 

That thou (halt do no murder,and wiic thou then 
Spurnc at his edi A,and fulfill a mans? 

Take heede,for he holds vengeance in hb hands; 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 

2 And that fame vengeance do th he throw on thee, 
For falle forfwearing,and for murder too: 

Thou didft receiue the holy facrament, 

To fight in quarrcll of the houfe of JLancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God; 

Didft breake tliat vowe,and with thy trecherous blade, 
"Vmipftjthe bowels of thy foucraignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou wert fworne to cherifh and defend, 

I How canft thou vrge Gods drcadfull law to vs. 

When thou haft broke itin fo deare degree? < 

C[ar. A las, for whofe fake did I that ill deede. 

For Edward, for my brother,for his fake: 

Why firs, he fends yc-not to murder roc. for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

T ake not the quarrel! from hisjowetfull arme, 

He needes no indirc£f,nor lawfull courfc. 

To cutoff thofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made thee then a bloudyminifter, . 

When gallant fpring,braucPlantagcnef, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrookc dead by thee? 

C lar. My brothers loue,the diuell,and my rage, 

I Thv brothers Ioue,the diueil,and thy fault, 
haue brought vs hither nov\' to murder thee. 

C lar, Oh if you loue my brother^iate not me, 

Ian 
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1 am hisbrothcr,and I louc him well: 

Ifyoubehirdefor neede,go backe agame, 

And I will fende you to my brother Glocefter, 

Wlio will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2 You are decern'd, your brother Glocener hates you. 

CU, Oh no, he loues me, and he holds me deare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I,fo wc will. • , n . v jl. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our princely rather Yorkc, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious arme: 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other, 

He little thought of thisdeuidedfricndfhip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Aw. I milftoncs,as he lefTond vs to weepe, 

Cla. O do not fiaunder him, for he is kind, 

1 Right as fno w in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy fclfc, 
Tis he that lent vs hither no w to murder thee. 

Cla. It cannot be, for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armcs,and fwore With fobs, 

That he would labour my deliueric, 

2 Why fo he doth,now he deliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lo: 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet, to thy owne foulefo blinde. 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me? 

AH firs,confider,he that fet youon 
To;do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 What fhallwe c!o? 

Cla , Relent,and faue your foules. 

I Re lent, tis cowardly and woman! fh. 

Cla. Not to relentfs beaftly,fauage,and diuclifti, 

My friend,! fp lefome pit tic in thy lookes: 

Ob ii thy eie be not a flat? erer. 

Come thou on tny flde^and imreate for me: 

A begging Pmice,\vhat begger pittics not? 

D 3 ; 
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1 I 

lie chop thee in die malmefey But in the nextroomc. 

2 A bloudy deede.,and defperately performd, 

How faine like Pikte would I vvafh my hand, 

Of this moft greeiious guiltie murder done. 

X Why doeft thou not helpe me? 

By heauens the Duke Hull know how flacke thou art, 

2 I wou'd he knew that I had laued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay, 

Fori repent me that the Duke isflaine. Extf. 

I So do not I, go coward as ihou art: 

Now muft 1 hide his' body infome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his burialU 
And when I baue my mcedcl mult away. 

For this will out,and here I muft not ftay, Exeunt 

Enter K mg, Queene, Hafting s, Rysttrs, D orcet,&c. 

Kin. So, now I haue done a gooddnyes werke. 

You pcercs co.ntifiue'this vnited league, 

I eucrie dayexpeft an Embaflage 
From my redeemer, to redeem? me hence: 

And now in peace my foule Ihalipai tfroin heauen. 

Since I haue let my friends at peace on earthr 
Riuers and Haftings, take each others hand, ,r 

Diffcmble not your hatred, fweare your loue, 

Rif*. By hcauen,my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate. 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. Soihrhielas I truely fweare the like. 

Km. Take heedeyou dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden faUhood, an d award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft. So prolper I,as I fweare perfect loue. 

Kin* And Iasi loue Haftings with my heart. 

Km. Madamc,your fclfe ate not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You haue becne factious one againft the other: 

Wife, loue Lo: Haftings, let him kiffe your hand. 

And what you do, do it vnfaincdly. 

Q^Here Haftings,! willneuer more remember Due 




thus, and thus:if this will not ferue , He ftahs him 






— oFRTcliard the third. 

Ourformer hatred fo thriuc I and mine. 

Dor. Thus enterchange of loue, I hereproteit, 

Ypon my part fha’.l be vnuiolable. 

Hall, And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now Princely Buckingham fealc thou this league, 
With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 

And make me happic in yoUr vnirie. 

Buc, When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate. 

On you,or yours, but with all dutieus loue 
Doth chcrith you and yours,God punifti me 
With hate,in thofe where I expeft moft loue, 

When lhaue moft need toimploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Dccpe,hollow,trecherous,andfu!lof guile 

Be he vnto me. This do I beggeof God, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafingcordiall princely Buckingham, 

I s this thy vow vnto my fi ckly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glocefter here , 

T o make the perfect period of this peace, E»r er Gloc eft#, 
Buc, And in good time, here comes the noble Duke 
Glo * Good morrow to my foueraigne King & Que^nc, 
And princely Pceres,a happic time ofday . 

Km. Happic indeede, as we haue fpent the day- 
Brothcr,we haue done deedes of charitic : 

Made peace ofenmiuc.faire loue of hate. 

Bctvveene thefe fwelling wrong infcnced Peeres* 

Glo. A blcfled labour my moft foueraigne liege, 
Amongft this princely heapc,ifany here 
By falfe intelligence,or wrong futmifo. 

Hold me a foe,ifI vn wittingly,or in my rage, 

Haue oughttommitfed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defsre 
To reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

T’is death to me to be at enmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue.' 

Firli, Madame, I intreate true pence of yon, f 
Which I will purchafe with my dutiousferuice. 
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l he J ragedie 

Ofyou my noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg’d beeweenevs. 

Of you Lo. Riuers,and Lord Gray of you, 

Thatal! without defert haue frown d on me, 

Dukes, Earks,Lords,gcntkmcn,in deed ofall : 

I do not know that Englifhman aliue. 

With whom my foulc is any iotte at oddes. 

Adore then the infant that is borne to night t 
1 thankemy God for my humilitie. 

2». A holy day frail this be kept hereafter. 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded* 

My foue: eigne liege I do befceeh your Maieftic, 

T o takcour brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo, Why Madame,hauel offred loue for this. 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

Y ou do him iniurie to fcorne his cone. 

Rin. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 
Q», All feeing heauen,whata world is this? 

Lookc I fo paile Lo Dorfet as the reft ? 

Dor, I my good Lo.and no one in this prcfcnce. 

But hts red colour hath forfookehischeckes. 

Km, Is Qarence dead, the order was rcuerft, 

Gio, But he (poore foulc by your firft order died. 

And that a winged Mercuric did beare. 

Some tardte cripple bore the countcrmaund, 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that fome lefle noble, and lefle loyall. 

Nearer in bloudie thoughts, but not in bloud : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Dor hie. 

Dor, A boone(my (oucraine)for my feruicc done. 
Kin, I pray thee pcace,my foule is full of (brrow4 
Dar, I will not rife vale lie your highnefle graunt. 
Kin. Then fpeakeat oncc,what is it thou demaundft. 
Dar, The forfait foueraigne of my feruants life. 

Who flue to day a tyotous gentleman, 

Latclic attendant on the D uke of NorfFoike* 

- Kin. 




of Richard the third. 

Km. Hauc I a tongue to doome my brothers death* 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet his puniflitnent was cruel! death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete.and bade me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mightie Warwicke, and did fight for me? 

Who tolde me in. the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me do wnc,he refeued me. 

And (aid,deare brother, liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay ie the field. 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and and naked to the numbcold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace (o put it in my minde. 

But whWybtif carters, or your waighting vaflailet 
Haue done a drunken flaugbter, a nddefafte. 

The precious image of oiir deare Redeemer, 

Y uft:aightare on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And [ vniuOly too.muft giaunt it you: 

But for ny. brother,noc n men would fpeake. 

Nor 1 vngr.iC!Ou?)fper'ke vnto my (elic, 

For hint, poore fbu'e : The proudeft of you all 
Hauc beene beholhng to him in his life, 

Y et none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh God, I fearcthv iuftice will take holde 

On me,and you, and mine, and yours, for this. {Exit, 

Come H..{ lings, iitlpe to my clofet, oli poore Clarence, 

Glo. This is the fruit of raflinefle '• fharkt you not 
How that theguikie kinred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heareof Clarence death * 

Oh they didvrge.it fliil vnto the Kino-, ' V:,- it : 
J^Willreucngeif. But come Je.tsin 
o comfort Edward with our companie. Exeunt, 

. ’ £ Enter 
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fyter Dutches of York*, roith Clarence children 
Be/. Tell me good Grananys our father dead i 
Dm, No boy. (hreaft, 

Boy, Why doo you wring your handstand beat your 
And crie,Oh Clarence my vnhappie fonne ? 

Cerl. Why do you lookc on vs, and fhake yqut head, 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaycs, 

If that our noble father be aliuc ? 

Due. My pre-trie Cofens, you miftake me much, 

I do lament the.ficken.elTe of the King : 

As loath to joofe him, not your lathers death : 

It were loft labour, to vveepe for one that s loft. 

Bo/. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this? 

God will rcurpge. it , whom I will importune 

Withdayliepraier$,alltothatcfteft, 

Dm. Peace children, peace, the King doth loue youwdl, 
Incapable and lhallow innocents. 

You cannot gueffc who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam vyc can i For nay g9°d \J«c!e QlocelK*' 
Told me, the King prouoked by. the Quecnc, 

Heuidd impeachments to imptifon him : 

And when hee toldc me fo, hee wept, 

Anri hu^d roe in his anxie,ancl kindly *<ill irjy 
And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

Andhe would lmjc me dearcly.ashii>chii e r 

Dm, Oh that dcceite fhould ftea’e fuch gentle lhaptJ, 
And with a vertuous vifard hide foule guile : 

He is my fonne, yea, and therein my flume : 
y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy, Think* you my V ncle did ditlemble, Granam - 

Bo/. I cannot thinkc it,liarke what noife is this* 

Qh, Oh who flrall hinder me to wailc and weepe. ^ 
To chide my forttme,and torment my felfc ? 

He ioine with blacke defpaire againft my foulC> 

And to my felfe become an cnemie. _ ■ 

Dm, Whatmeanes this fceaneofrudermpaticn • ^ 

Qu, To make an aft oftragickc vi olcnc c.- 







Edward,my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branch es,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the lcaues.the fap being gone? 

If you will liue,lame nt : if die,be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foules»may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 

To his new kingdome ofperpctuall reft . 

Dm. Alt fo much intereft haue I in thy forrovr*. 

As I had title in thy noble hufband : 

I haue bevvept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblance , 

Are crackt in peeces by malignant death : 

And I for comlort haue but one falfe glafte, 

Which greeues me when I fee my flume in him* 
Thouartawidoiwe,yct thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine ai mes. 

And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limtnes, 

Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufc haue I 
Then, being but unoity of my griefe, 

To ouergo thy plants and .drowne thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept net for our fathers death, 
How can we aid you with our kindreds tearesf 
Gerl. Our fatherlc-fle diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Q u. Giue me no helpc in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring fo: th laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine cics, 

That I being gouernd by the watry raoane, 

May fendfooith plenteous tearesto drowne the worlds 
Oh for my husband,for my cyreLo. Edward. 

A mho. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo: Clarence. 
Dm. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence, 
Q*. Wbatftay had 1 but Ed ward, and heisgone? 

Aw. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gonc£ 
Dm, What ftaies had I but they ,and they arc gone! 

Q«, Was ncucr widow, had fc deare a loflc, 

E a, A mb* 
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'hntho. Was cue;' Orphancts had a dearerlolTe* 

D :■). VVAeUer riiother had a dearer Ioffe? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe mones, 

Their woes are parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes,anrl fo do I: 

1 for a Clarence wcepe,fo doth not fhe: 

Thefe habes for .Clarence weepe, and fodbl: 

I for an Edward wbepe ; and fo do they, 

Ah$,you three on me threefold di ft re ft, 

Proue all your teares,I aih your lorrowes nurfe. 

And ! will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Cheep 
67,Madame haue comfbrr/all'of Vshiiie caufe, rrith'othu , 
To waile the dimming of our fliining ftarre: 

But none can cu e their'hariries By wailing them, 
Madame my mother, I do trie you fiiercie, 

1 did not feeyour Gtacc,hurnbiy on my knee 
I craue) our blefling. 

Dn. God bltile thee, and put meekenes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,obediencc,and true dutie. 

• G/o. Amen 3 and make me die a good olde man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling:^ 

I marac H why HerGracc did leaile if out? * 

Bm\. You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing peered 



Now chcare each other, in each others loue: 

Though wee haue ffeent our harueft for this King,. 

We are to reape the harueft of his fonne: 

The broken rancourofyour high Ivvolnc hearts, 

But lately fplinted, knit, and Voynde together, 

Muft greatly be preferuki ,che:iftn,and kept. 

Me feemethgood char with fome little traine, 
Forthwith from Ludicw rbe yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London>tobecrowndouf King. 

Glo, Then be it fo,and go. we to determine, 

Who they lhall be that ftraight shall port to Ludlow; 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 

T o g iue your cenfures in this waightie bufindie. 

With all our hearts, Exeunt, mun.Gio. „ 



o f Richard &e third . 

Beck, My Lordywho euer iourneyes tothe Prince* 

For Gods lake let not vs two be behinde: 

For by the way He fort occafion. 

As index to the ftori e we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queenes proude kindred from the King, 

Gh, My other felfc,mycounfelsconfiftorie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet,tny dearc Cofcn; 

1 like a child will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ftay behinde. 

Enter two Citizens* 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo fad ? 1 

2 Cit. I promife you, I fcarcely know my felfc. 

1 Hear e you the newes abroad* 

2 I, that the King is dead. 

1 Bad newes birladydcldo me comes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twill proue a troublefome world. Enter ano- 

2 Cit , Good morrow neighbours, tbtr fit. 

Doth this newes hold of goodKing Edwards death? 

I It doth. 3 Then mafters look to fee a troublous world 

1 No, no, by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne* 
g Wo to that land thats gouerndby a childe, 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage , counfell vnder him, 

And in his full and ripened yeareshimfelfe. 

No doubt lhall then, and fill then gouei ne well. 

1 So flood the ftate When Harry the fixt 
Was crovvnd at Paris, but at xi.moneths olde. 

g Stood the ftate fo?no good my friend not fo. 

For then this land was famoufly enricht ,, 

Wi.h pollitike graue counfelhthen the King 
Had v ertuous V nckles to protect his grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother, 
g Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none atall: 

For emulation now, who lhall be near eft: 

Which touch vs all too neare,if God preuent not, 

O h full of danger is the Duke of Gloceftcr, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 
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And were they to be ruldc,and not to rule, 

Thisfickly land might folacc asbefore. 

2 Come, come, we f'care the woorft,all fhalbe jvcl. 

3 When cloudes appeare.vvife men put on their doake$: 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand I 

When the funne fets,who doth not looke for night ? 
Vnrimcly ftormes t Tnakc men expeft a dearth : 

All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then we deferue or I expert. 

1 T ruelie the foul cs of men are full ofbread : 

Yec cannot aim old reafon with a man 

That lookes not heauily,and full offeare. 

3 Before the times of change, ftiU is it fo* 

By a diuine inftinrt mens mindes miftrult 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe wc fee. 

The waters fvvell before aboiftrous ftorme: 

But leaueiijiill to God : whither away! 

2 Wearefentfortotheluftice. 

3 And fo was I, lie bearc you company. Exeunt. 

Enter Cardina//fDutches of TorktjQttee young Tor he. 

Cur. Laft night I hearc they lay at Northhampton, 

At ftoniftratford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day, they will be here. 

D ut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen flncc laft I faw him. 

Q». But 1 heare no .they fay my fonne of Yorkc 
Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Tor, I mother,but I would not haue it fo. 

D»r. Whymy yongCozcnitisgoodtogrowe, 

Tor. Grandaro,onc night as we did fit at fupper , 

My vnckle Riuerstalkthow I did grow 

More then my brother.I quoth my V nckle Glocefter, 

Small herbes haue grace, great weedes grow apace, 

And fincc me thinkcsl would not grow fo faff: 
Bccaafefweete flowers areflowe, and weedes makchaite* 
Tint. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obiert the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young, 
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oTKTctiara tne tmra. 

c ,i„n<r -lorovving.andfolcilurcly, 

ThSi'S « It, ue rulCjhcflioulc be gnraou,. 
Car Why Madame,fo no doubt he is. 

£>ut. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 
r-r. No/by my troth iflW 



mmc. 



I could hade ^uenmy V nckfes grace a flout, . , * 

T i f fh iuld haue nccrer toucht his growth then he did 
T S,‘S^ Yorkcjl pray the. let nro hcarort. 

Tori Mame they fay that my Vnckle grew fo taft, 

That he could gnaw acrull at tvyohoures old: 

T was full two y eaves ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a pr etie left. 

Dut. I pray thee prctic Y orke who told thee fo? 

Tor. Granam his nurfe. 

‘Dut. Whv fhe vvas dead ere. thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftweve not flie,l cannot tell who told in*. 

Qu. A perilous boy , go to,youare too fhrewd. 

<>, Good Madame be not angrie with the child. 

Qu. Pitchers haue eares. c 

Car. Here comes your fonne, Lo:Marques Dorfet. 

What newes Lo : Marques? ^ * 

Dor, Such newes my Lord, as greeuesme to vntolde. 
Q*. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well Madame, and in health. 

D ut. What is the newes then? 

Dor. Lo.Riuers and Lo:Gray>are fent to Pomtret, 

With them, Sir Thomas V aughan,prifoncrs. 

Dut. Whohath committed them? 

Dor. The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? , 

Dor . Thefummeofalll caW.Lhaue difclofcd; 

Why, or what thefc nobles were Committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me my gracious Lady. 

Qu. Ay nice, I fee the downefall of our home. 

The tyger now' hath ceazd the gentle hinde: 

' Infulting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the innocent and lawleffe throane: 

Welcome deftruftion,dcatkand Maflacre, 

- - - - I fee 
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1 fee as in aniappethecndofall, 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling daies. 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 

My husbancLloft his life to get the crownc. 

And often vp and dovvne my Cannes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lollc, 

And being feated, and domeftike broilcs 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfelues the conquerours, 

Make wane vpon themfelues .blood againft blood, 

Sclfe againft felfe, O prepofterous 

And frantike outragc,ende thy damned fpleene, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Q«. Come, co me, my boy,we will to lanfluarie. 

Hut. He go along with you. 

Q«.»Y ou haue no caufe. 

Car, My gracious Ladic go, 

And thither bcare your treafure and your goods, 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace, 

The fcalc I kecpe,and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and allot yours: > 

Come, lie conduct you to the fan&uaric. 

'TbeTrumfets found. Enter ) o*g Prince,tbe Du^esofCjo- 

ce ft errand BucktnghamyCardtnall/lrc. .(bcr. 

Sue, Welcome fweetc Prince to London to jour chant' 
G lo. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne. 
The wcarie way hath made you melancholic, 

Prin. No vncle, but our crofTes on the was , 

Haue made it tedious, wearilome, and heauie- 
I want more Vnclcs here to welcome me. 

Glo, Sweete Print! ej the vntamted verme ofyour yeeres, 
Hath not yef.diucd into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you diftinguifh of a man.. 

Then ofhis outward fhew, which God heknowes, 

Seldom e or neucr iumpeth with the hea- 1: 

Thofe Vncles winch you want,were dangerous. 

You' Grace attended to their fugred word s. 

But lookt not on the poyfon of their hearts : 

God itccpe you from them, and ftom fuch falfe frienas.^^ 



of Richard the third.' 

Pri. God keepe me from falfe friends,but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.Go d blefle your grace, with health and Happy daies. 

Prin. I thanke you good my L. and thanke you all: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorkc 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a flug is Haftings,that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. {Enter L. Haft. 
Suckj And in good time,here comes the fweating Lord. 
Pri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother come? 
Haft. On whatoccafion,God heknowes.notl: 

The Queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken fan ftuarie: The tender Prince 
W ould fame haue come with me, to meete your Grace* 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indireft and peeuifh courfc 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinal!, will your grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother presently? 

If file denie,Lo. Haftings go with him, 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: ofBuckiogfoam, if my weake oratory 
Can from hi; mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expect him here : but if fh? be obdurate 
To mi Id e entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bletled fanftuarie,noc for all this land, 

Wouldl be gun tie of fo deepe afinne. 

Sue. You are too fencel die obftinatc nay LoJ 
1 oo ceremonious and traditional!: 
vV but with the groilinelTe of this age 
^ ou breake notfanfluaiie in fcazinghim: 

i he benefit theicof is alwaies granted 

o t lofe whole dealings haue dtferued the place* 

Ano thofe who haue the wir to claime the plac,-. 

And ti eivf 6 13t 1 dainie< * it*not d eferued it, 

And therefore iu nunc opinion, cannot haue it. 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledgc nor charter there: ^ 

Oft haue I heard offancluarie men , 

Butfanffuarie children nener til’ now. 

Car. My lo: vou fhall overrule my minds. for,oncee 
Gome on L: Ha£ings,wil.lyougo with me? 

Haft. I go my LorcU 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may J 
Say Vnckle Glofter,if our brother come, 

Where (hall we foioune till our Coronation? 

Clo. Where it feemes beft vnto your royall feife: 

If I may councell you, feme day or two, 

Your highneftc [hall repofe you at the tower: 

Then where you plfa(c,and ftialbc thought mod fit, 
For your beft health and recreatipn. 

Prin. I donot like the tower of any place: 

Did Iulius Caefar build that place imLorci? 

Buc. He did .mygrapousL: begin that place,. 
Which fince fucceecling ages haucrecdified. 

Prin. Is it vpon rccord s or elfe reported 
Succcffiuely from age;*o age he built-it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gratious Lo: 

Prin, But fay my Lo: it wer?«o.tr«g»ftw4^': 

Me thinkestbe tjaithftiould liue fro#} age to age, 

As twere retailde to all poftenty,,, ! : 

Euen to the gencrall ending day. ' ! , 

Clo. So wife,fo young, they fay,do neper liue long, 

Prin. What fay you Vnckle 

Clo. I fay without cD^rafteysrameIiucslo.qg: 

Thus like the fprinall yice iniquitic , 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

pri , That IiOjus (^5W^a§tp9«*nMO» • 

With what his valoutdidcnrichhis w\t, n<. ? 

His wit fet downe to make his yalureliue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he hues in fame, though not in lire; 

5 le tell you what my C oufen Buckingham 
Sue. What my gratious Lord? 










of Richard the third. 



Prin. And if I liuevriulll be a man, 
lie win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or die a fouldier as I liude a King. 

£/,?. Short fummers lightly haue a forward fpiing. 

Enter young Tot kg, Haftings. Cardinal!, 

Buc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yorker 
Pr>. Rich, of Yorke,how fares ourlouing brother? 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fo muft 1 call you now. 

Tr't, I brother to our griefc as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death bath loft much maiefty, 

Glo, How fares ourCoufennoble L. ofYorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vfickle, O my Lo : 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath CUtgrotyn me farre, 

Glo, HehathmyLo: ! 1 ■ . 

T or . And therefore ‘is he idle? 

Glo. Oh iny faire Coufcn,I muft not lay Co. 

Tor, Then he is more beholding to you then 1. 

Glo. He may command me as my fotieraigne. 

But you hauepovver in me as in a km on an. 

Tor. I pray ycu V nckle giuc me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Ccufcn,withall my heart. 

Pri. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kinds Vnckle tliat I know will giuc,’ 

And being buta toy,whichis nogreefctb : giUe. • 

A greater gifrthen that, He gitie my Cofen. 

or, A greater gifr,Q chats the iftvord to if. 
r * C Cofcn>Wercitligbc«nough. 
lor. O thaffee you veil part but with light gifts, 
a weightier dungs youlcfay a begger nay. * 
i t is. too wajghtie lor your grace to wearO, 
n ‘ 1 cl g Jl 'tkghtly were it heauier. 
lo vv iiat vvouidyou haue ray weapon litle Lord? 

Vncklev^M ^°’ 0 ^ cr ^ ew dl ftillfce crofte in talkc: 

1 ^ ^ s tac 5 foowes howto beare with him. 

^ 





W 




— 7 ' 

TheTragedie 

Tor. You meanc to beare me, not to bcarc with me i 
Vncklc,my brother mockes both you and me, 

Bccaufe that I am litlc like an ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on yout fhouldcrs. 

Buc. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons 
To mittigate the fcorne hegiues his VnckleJ 
Heprttely and aptly taunts himfelfe,. 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfull. 

Glo. My. Lo: vyihp'eafc you paffe along, 

My felfe and my good Coufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother to entreateofher, 

To meete you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you go vnto the tower my Lo?, 

Prtn. My Lo: protestor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the tower. 

Glo. Why, what fliculd you fcare? 

Tor. Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghoft; 

My Gramm toldc roe he was murdred there.. 

Prt » . I fcare no Vncklcs dead, 

Glo. Nor none that liue.l hope*. 

<Prin. And if they liuc,lhope I need not .eare. 

But come my L: with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, go I™ to the tower, . 

' Exeunt PrmT or.Htift.Dorf.r/}atitt 3 Rich.Buc.. 

Bm Thinke you my. Lo: this litlc prating i oike # . 
Was notincenfcd by his fubtile mother, 

To.taunt and fcorne you thus opprobiioully ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Gh tis a pmllous boy* . 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe* 

Bnc. Well let them reft; Come hither Catesby, 
Thouartfworneas deepely to eflfc& what we rate a- 
As clofely to conceak what we impast, 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde. vpon the way. 
What thinkeft thou? is it not an eafie matter 
To make William Lo: Raftings of cur raindc. 

For the inftalemenf of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royall oftliis friaousile? 



of Richard the third. 

CdteC He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Buck. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley what Will h* ? 
Cat. He will do all in all as Raftings doth.. 

Buck. Well then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as itvvereafarre oft, 

Sound thou Lo: Halting, how he Hands afh£ied 

Ynto our purpofe,ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him, and llaew him all our reafons 
If he be leaden,icje,co!d vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too : andfo breake oft your talks, 

And "iue vs notice of his inclination: 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

W’herein thy felfe (halt highly be emploied. 

Glo. Commend me to Lo: Wilham,tell him Catesby, 

His auncient knot of dangerous aduerfaiies 
To morrow are let bloud at Pomfret Caltle, 

And bid my friend for ioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue Miftreffe Shore, one gentle kifte the more. 

Bhc. Good Catesby effeft this bufmefle Joundly. 

Cat My ®ood Lo : both, withall the heed I may. 

Glo. ShalLwe beare from you Catesby er ewe fleepe 2 
Cat. You fball ray Lord, 

Glo. At Crobsby place there (hall youfinde vs both . 

Buc. Now my Lo: what (hall we do, if we perceiue 
William Lo: Haftingswill not yeeld to our compiotsJ 

Gh. Chop offhis head man, fomewhatwe will do. 

And lookc when I amKing^laime thou of me 

The Earledome ofHereford,andthemoueables, 

Whereof the King my brother flood poflelt. 

Buc. lie clairacthatproraifc at your graces hand?. 

Glo. And looke to haue it y eelded with willmgadls* 

Come let vs fuppe betimes, that after waids 

Wc may digeft our complots in feme forme* < 

Enter ameffengtr to Lot Hufttn^ 

Miff. What ho royjLord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doref 

Mtf A mcflengei from the Lo-.Stanley. L\ j^- 
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Haft. Whatsaclocke? 

LMe[f. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

■Haft. Cannot thy mailt, r fleepe the tedious nights? 
Mtjf. So it Ihoilld feeme by that I haue to fay* 

Firft he commends him to your noble Lordfhip. 

Haft, And then .-Mef And then he fends you word, 
H e drea mt to night the beare had rafte his helmc: 
Befides,he faies there are two councels held. 

And that may be de termined at the one, 

W hich may make you and him to re we at t he other, 

1 herefore he fends to know yout Loidiliipspleafure : 

If prefently you will take hoi fe with him, 

And with a! ! fpeede p oft into the Not th , 

To fhun the danger that his foule diuines. , 

Haft. Go.fellpvVgo,returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feareths f. pa rated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And at the other, is my feruant Cares by: 

Where nothing can proceed that touchech vs, 

Whereof 1 Hull not haue intelligence. 

Tel him his feares ace dull >w,vvantingdnftancie. 

And for his dreames,! wofider he is fo fond, 

T o truft the mockery of vnquiet [lumbers, 

To Sic the boare, before the beare purfues vs. 

Were to iucenfe the-boare to follow vs. 

And make purluite where he did meane no chafe: 

Go bid thy maifter rife and cotnc to me. 

And we will both togither to the tower. 

Where he [hall fee the boare will vie vs kindly. 

Mef. My gratious Lo : lie tell him what you (ay. — ». 
Cat, Many good^noi rovves to my noble Lo: (fates by, 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby,you are early ftirring, 
What newes what newes, in this our tottering ftate i 
Cat- it'it a reeling world indeed my Lo t 
And I beleeue it will ncuer (land vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How? weare the garland? doeft thou meancthe 
C it, l my good Lord 



Ente? 



of Richard th e third. 

Haft, He haue this crown# of mine, cut from my Ihoulders 
Ere I will lee the crown e fo foule mifplafte: 

Butcanft thou guefTe that he doth aime at it. 

Cat. Vpon my life my Loiand hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gains thereof; 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Qu renc muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeedlam no mourner for that newes, 

Becaule they haue beneftill mine enemies : 

But that Ile giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my inaifters heires in true difcent, 

God knovves I will not do it to the death# 
fat. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gratious minds. 
Haft. But I lhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my M aifters hate, 

I line to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell thee Catesby'. Cat. What nay Lord? »< 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

I le fend feme packing, that yet thinke not- on it. 

Cat. T is a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,and looke no t for it. 

Haft. O Monftrous, monflrous.and fo falls it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray ,andafo twill doo 
With fome men elfe,whothinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou,and I,who as thou knoweft are dcare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham# 

Cat, The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley , 

What my L: where is your boare-fpeare man? 

Fcareyou the boare and go fo vnpiouided? 

Sian. My Lo: good morrow: good morrow. Cardby s 
You may ieft on: but by the holy roode. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. 

Haft. My Lo:I holdemyliteas dearcasyoudoy ours,. 
And ncuer in my life I do pcoteft, . 

— , •-< - - Was 
















The Tragedie 

Was it more pre : ions to me then it is now : 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would be To triumphant as I am i 

Stan.The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London, 

Were iocund,and fuppofcle their ftates wasfure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a ncedlelTe coward : 

But come my Lo: {hall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newes, 

This day thofe men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

Stafthey for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufde them weare their hat,.* 

But come my Lo; let vs away . Enter Haft, a Furfiuant. 

Haft. Go you before.,! le follow prefcntly. 

Haft, Well met H.iftings,how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it pleafe your Lo :to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now we metre: 

Then was I going prifoner to the T ower, 

By the (uggeftion of the Qucenes allies: 

Bu t no w 1 tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your honors good content. 

Haft.G ramcrcy Haftings,hold fpend thou tliat \Hegtuei 
Pur. GodiiaueyourLordlhip. (him his par fe. 

Haft. What fir Iohn you arc well met, (Enter a Pritft. 
1 am beholdingto y oufo r your laft dates exercife: 

Come the next fabactb,and I will content you. He a *jr 
Enter "Buckingham. (in his e are. 

Buc. How now Lo: Chambei laine , what talking v\nh a 

Yourfriendsat Pomfret they do need the pneft 
Your honour hath no Ihriuingworke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when I met this holy man, 

Thole men you ta’ke of came into my mimic: 

"What, go you to the tower my Lord? 



of Richard the third. 

Buc. I do, but long I {hall not ftay, 

I {hall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Hue. And (upper too, although thou knpweft it not: 
Gome (hall we go along? Exeunt, 

Enter Str Richard Ratltjfe,with the Lard Rtsttrs , 

Gray ,and Vaughan friftmers. 

Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day fhalt thou behold a fubieft die. 

For truth, for duty,and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 
A knot you are ofdamned bloudfuckcrs. 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudic prifon, 
Fafall and cfominious to noble pecres. 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard tbefecond here washackt to death: 

, And for more flaunder to thy difmallfcule. 

We giue thee vpourguiltleffe blouds to dnnke. 

Gray, Now Margarets curfe is falnevpon our heads : 

For ftanding by, when Richard ftabd her fonne: 

A>#.Thcn curft {he Haftings.then curft fhe Buckingham: 
Then curft fhe Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hcarc her praiers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fift er,and her princely fonne: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft yniuft iy muft be fpilc. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch,rhe limit of your lines is ouc, 
Riu. Come Gray, come Y aughan.lct vs all imbracc 
And take our Icaue vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to QeunceH, 

Haft. My Lords, at once the caufe why wc arc mer 3 
is to determine of the coronation: 

!r, Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Rue. Are all things fitting for that royall time J 
^ ar ' i5 is * and wants but nomination, 

{**• To morrowibn,! guefle a happic time, 
it.yr. Who knowes the Lord prorefto js mind herein? 
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of Richard the third. 



Who is moft: inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. Why you my Lo : me thinkes you fhould feoneft know 
Bhc. Who I my Lo ? wc know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our hat tsjhe koowes no more of mine, 
Thcnlofyours: nor I no more ofhis, then you of mine: 

Lo: Haftin^s>you and he are rieere in loue. 

Haft. I thankc his Gtaee,! know he loues me well; • 
But for his purpofe in the coronation: 

I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure any way therein: 

But you my noble Lor may name the time. 

And in the Dukes bchalfejle giue my voice. 

Which I prefume lie will take in gentle part. 

Bt[b. Now in good time here comes the Duke htmfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens all, good morrow, ( En.Glo . 
I hauebenc long a deeper, tut now 1 hope 
My abfcnce doth negleft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Bhc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 

William L. Haftings had now pronounft your part: 

lmeane your voice for crowning of the King. ■ 

Glo , Then my L. Haftingsno man might be bolder,. 
His Lorddaip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I thanke your Grace. 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, Btft. MyLo: 

Glo. When I was laftin Holborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

I do bcfcech you fend for fome of them. 

B<(b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham^ word with you: 

Catesby hathfounded Haftings in our bufineik, 

And findes the tefty Gentlcmanfo hot, 

Ashe will loofe his head eare giue confent, . 

His Maifters fonueas worftiipfullhe termes it, 

Shall loot the royalty of Englands thtoane. ^ 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. lle foliow you. • 

Bar . We haue not yet fet downc this day of mump > 
To morrow in mine opinion is too foonct 



Fori my felfe am not fo well prouided. Enter, B. 

As elk 1 would be, were the day prolonged. of Elf. 

By. Where is my L.prote<ftor,I haue fent for thefe ftrawbe- 
Ha. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, (ries. 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit. 

I thinke there is ncuer a man in chriftendomc, 

That can lefler hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight Aral l you know his heart. 

Dm\ What ofhis heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood lie fhewcdto day? 

Hafi. Mary, that with no man here he i s offended. 

For if he were, he would haue fhewen it in his face. 

Bar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo. 

Glo. I pray you al!,what do they d efe rue, 

That do confpire my death with diuellifh plots. 

Of damned witchcraft,and that haue preuai'd, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lo J 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefence, 

T o doome the offenders whatfocuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

Glo. Then be youreies the witneffeof this ill, 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine armc 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife , that monftreus witch. 
Conferred with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

Thatby their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gracious Lo : 

Glo. Ifthou prote&or of this damned ftrumpet, 

T elft thou me of iffes? thou arta traitor. 

Off with his head, Now by Saint Paule, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntilll fee thcfame,fomefeeit done: 

The r eft that loue me, come and follow me. Ex/t/nt.mmm 

Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat. with Ha, 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 

Stanley did dreaiae the boare did race his hclme, 
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But I difdaind it, and did fcorne to flie. 

Three times to day, my iootedoth horfe did fhimble. 

And ftartlcd wh en he lookt vpon the tower, 

As loth to bearc me to the flaughtcrhoufc. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent 1 told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies: 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

A nd I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe, 

Is lighted on poore.Haff:n.gs wretched head.. •:'* 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a (hort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary Rate of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of heauen : 

Who buildes his hopes in aireof your fairelookcs, 

Liucs like a drunken fay ler on a mail, 

Readie with eucry nod to tumble downe 
Intothefatall bowels ofthedeepe.. 

Come leade me to the b!ocke,beare him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fhortiy fhalbe dead. Exeunt . 

Enter Duke of Glofter and Buckingham in armor. 

Glo. Come Cofcn, canft thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, . 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert dilf raught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfeare not me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe T ragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and prie on eucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my fcruice likeinforced fmilcs. 

And both are ready in their offices 

To grace my flratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. . 

Buc.' Let me alone to entertaine him . Lot Mai. 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc, Thereafonwe hauefentfor you, 

Glo, Catesby oucrlookcthc wdls. 




Buck. Harke,t heare a drumme. 

Clo. Looke backs, defend thee, here art enemies. 

Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter Catesby 

Glo. 0,0, be quiet,it is Catesby. with Haft. head. 

Cat. Here is the head ofthat ignoble traitor, 

The daungerous and vnfufpeftcd Haftings. 

Glo. So deare I lou’d the man.that I muff weepe; 

I tookc him for the plaineft harmelcflc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chrift ian, 

Looke ye my Lo : Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foule recorded. 

The hiftory ofal! her fecrct thoughts : 

So fmoothe lie daubd his vice with lliew.of vertuc, - 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his couerfauon with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpeft. (traitor 

Buck, Well well, he was the couei tft fheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wold you haue imagined, 

Or almoft beleeue, wert not by great prefcruatic 
We liue to tell it you? The Subtile traitor 
Had tliis day plotted in the.councell houfe, , 

To murder me, and my good Lord ofGlocefter. 

Maior. Whaf,had he fo? 

Glo. WhatthinkeyouweareTurksorlnfidcls, 

Or that we w'ould againft th e forme of lawe, 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of Fngland,and our perlons fafety 
Inforft vs to rhisexecution? 

Ma. Now faire befal you, he deferued his death, 

And you my good Lo:both,haue well proceeded 
To warnc falfe traitours from the like attempts: , 

1 ncuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore. 

Etut. Y et had not wed ctermined he fliould die, 

Vntill your Lord (hip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing hafte of thefe pur friends . 
Somewhat againft out meaning haue preuentedj 
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Becaufc,my Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake,and timeroufty confefte 
T he tnancrjand the purpofc of his treafon, 

That you might well haue figtiified thefame 
Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

<JMa. But my good Lord, your graces word (hull ferue 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeakc. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious citizens, 

W ith all your iuft p oceedings in this caufe- 

Glo. And to that end we wifi'.t your Lordfhip here, 
Toauoide the carping cenfures of the world. 

Buc, But fincc you come too late of our intents, 

Yet witnelTe what wc did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Git. After, after, cofen Buckingham. Exit Mam. 

The Maior towards Guildhall hies him in all port. 
There at your mectft adnantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children: 

T ell them how Edward put to death a Cittizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his hoisfe, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreoucr.vrge his hatefull luxurie, 

And bcftiall appetite in change of Iuft, 

Which ftretchedto their fcruant$,daughter$,wiucj, 
Euen where his luftfull eye, or fauage heart 
WithoutcontrolHifted to make his prey: 

Nay for a neede thus farre,come neerc my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother w ent with childe 
Ofthat vnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My princely father then had warresin France, 

And by iuft computation ofthe time. 

Found, that the iffue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father? 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufcj’ou know, my Lord,my mother liucso 




of Richard the third. 

Buc. Feare not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As if the golden fee for which I plcade 
W ere for my felfe. 

gio. If you thriuc well, bring them to baynards Caftle, 
Where you (hall finde me welf accompanied, 

With reuerend fathers-and well learned Bilhops. 

Buc. About three orfourc aclocke looke to hearc 
What newes Guildhall affordeth,and fo my Lord farewell* 

Gio. Now will I in to take feme priuie order, Exit Buc- 
To draw tbebratsof Clarence outoffight. 

And to giue notice that no naaner of perfon 

At any rime haue recourfc vnto the Princes. Exit. 

Enter a Scnuener with a paper in his hand. 

This is the indiftment ofthe good Lord Haftings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is engrollt. - 
That it may be this day read ouer in Paules: 

And marke how well the fequell hangs togither, 

Eleuen houres I fpent to write it ouer* 

Eor yefternight by Catesby was it brought me. 

The president was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houresliued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaynted,vnexamined,free, at liberty: 

Heres a good world, the while. Why whoes fo grofle 
That fees not this palpable denice? 

Yet whofefo blinde but fayes hefees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to naught, 

When fuch bad dealing muft be fenein thought. Exit. 

Enter Glofier at one dore^Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now my Lotd,whac fay the Citizens? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord* 

The Citizensarc mumme,and fpeake not a w'ord. 

Glo, T oucht you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

Buc. I did ,with the infatiate greedinefle of his defires, , 
His tyranniy for trifle$,his owne baftardy,. 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withal! I did inferre your lienaments $ , 

Being the right Idc a of your father,. 

Both in your forme and noblenefte of mode. 
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Laid open all your vi&ories in Scotland . 

Your difcipline in war,wifcdomc in peace ; 

Your bounty ,vcrtue,faire humilirie: 

Indeedc left nothing fitting for the purpofc 
Vntoucht,or flcightly handled in difcouvfeJ 
And when mineoratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did loue their countries good, 

Crie.God fauc Richard, Englands royal* King, 

Glo, A, and did they fo ? 

< Buc, No fo God helpc me, 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathing Rones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I fawj reprehended them, 

Andaskt the Maior what meant this wilfyllfilcncef 
His anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my talc againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from himfelfe: 

When he had done.fome followers of mine owns 

At the lower end of the hall, huvld vp their caps. 

And fome ten voices cried,God faue King Richard, 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This gcnerall applaufe and louing fiioute, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard . 

And fo brake off and came away* ,, 4 

Glo. What tongleffe blocks were they, would they not, 
Hue. NobymytrotlimyLo: .ft**' 1 

Ob, Will not the Maior then, ana his In ttlnco conic. 

. Glo. The Maior ishere at hand ,and intend foms teare. 
Be not fpoken withalhbut with roighue Cute: ; 

And lookeyouget a ptaierbodke in your hand, 

And Ran d bet wixt two churchmen good my Lo 
For on that ground lie build a holy defcant. 
Benoteafievvonne tocur requeu: 

As I can fay nay to thee, for my Rife 



of Richard the third. 

No doubt weelc bring it to a happieiflue. - 

mYoufhal fee what I cando.get youvp to the leads.£#“. 
Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesby, 
Here comes his feruant: how now Catesby what faies hcS 

(atef My Lord, he doth intreate your grace 
To vifit him to morrow or next day, 

He is within with two right reuerend fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou’d, 

. T o draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Hue, Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my felfe,the Maior and Cittizens, 

In deepc defignes and matters ofgreat moment, 

No lefle importing then our gencrall good. 

Are come to haue fomcconferece with his grace, 

Catejl He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

Buc. A ha my Lord.this prince is not an Edwardt 
He is not lulling on a leaud day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating w ith two deepc Diuines i 
Not flceping to ingrofle his idlebody, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foulc • 

Happievvere England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntic thereon, 

But fare I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace Ihould fay vs nay. 

Buc. Ifcare.he will ,how new Catesby, Ent.Cattf, 

What faies your Lord ? 

Catef. My L.he wonders to what end,you haue aflembled 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he fcar.e* you mcane ho good to him. 

Bhc. Sorie i ammy noble Cofen fiiould 
SufpcA me that I mcane no good to him. 

By hcauenl come iriperfeft loue to him, 

And fb once more returne and tell his grace.* Exit Qatesby. 
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When holie and dcuout religious men. 

Are at their beads>tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwcet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. with twe Bifhofj. aloft. 

UWaior. Sec where heftands betweene two clergie men. 

Back. T wo. props.of vertue far a Chriftian Prince. 

To ftay him from the fall ofvanitie, 

Famous Planragenet,tnoft grarious Prince, 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft. 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion andjigbt Chriftian zcale* 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earneft in the feruice of my God, 

Ncglcft the vifitationof my friends, 

But Jeauing this, what is your graces plcafure? 

Buc. Eueruhat I hope which pleafeth God aboue. 

And all good men of this vngouerned He. 

Glo. I do fufpeft I hauc done fome offence, >< ,L 
That feemes difgrarious in the Cities ei^s. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You hauc my Lord, would it pleafe your grace ... 
At our entreaties to. amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then knowit is your fault that yourefigne. 

The (upreame feat,thc throne maicftical], 

The feeptred office of your aunceftors, 

The lineal Igloiie of.yoiir royall houfe. 

To the corruption of a blemiffitflocke; 

Whileft in the roildnefle of you fleepie-thoughts, 

Which here we waken to our countries good. 

This noble lie doth want her proper limbes. 

Her face defac t with flats of infamic. 

And alrtioft (houldred in the fallowing gulpW 
Of blind forgetfulnelTc and dwke obHuiop,! 

Which to recure we hartily folicit, . , f 

Your gracious felfe to take on yon the {bucraigntie thereof, 
l^otasProceftprftewavdfubftithtc, ^ 
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0: lowlie faff or for anothersgsine: 

But as fucceffiuely from bloiid to bloud. 



Your right of birfh.your Empene,your owner 
For this contorted with the Citizens 
Your very worfhipfulland louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuff fute come Ito roooue your grace. 

Glo. I know not whether to depart in nlencc. 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofc, 
Beftfittethmy degree or your condition? 
^ourloue deferuesmy thankes,butmydcfetc 
Vnracritable ffiunnes your high requeft, 
Firftifall obftacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne. 

As my right reuenew and dew by birrh, 

Yet fo much is' tny pouefty of fpitit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefts, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnefle, 
Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie fca, 

Then in my greatnefle couet to be hid. 

And in th e vapour of my glory fmotherds 
But God be thanked ther es no need of me, 

And much I need to helpe you ifneed vyerc. 

The royall tree hath left vs royall frut'c, 

Which mellowed by theftealing houres of time. 
Will well become the feate of maieftie. 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him I lay what yak Would lay on me: 

The right and fortune of his happie ftars. 

Which God defend that I fihuld wring from him. 
Buc. My lord, this argues cofciehce in your grace. 
But the refpeff s thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confide red: 

You fay,that Edward is your brothers fonne. 

So fay wc too, but not by Edwards wife. 

For nrft he was contraff to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liuesa witnclTe td that vovvc, 

At)d afterward by fobflitute betrothed 

^ ' U * 
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To Bona lifter to the King of France^ 

Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

A carc-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diftrefled widow, 

Euen inthc afternoone of her bc(J daies 

Made prifeand purchafe of hisluftfull eye,. 

Scduc’t the pitch and height of all his thoughts; 

T o bafe declenfiqn andioathd bigamie. 

By her in his vjnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our markets terme the prince 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, 

Sauc that for reuerence to fomc aliuc, 

I giue a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord, take to your royall lelfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie : 

If not to blefie vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of abufing time, 
yiata a lineall true deriued courfe, 

Mai. Do good my Lord,your Cittizens entreat you* 
Cates. O make them ioyfiill, grant their lawfull fute ■ ? 

G\o. Alas,why would you heapethofe cares onme* 
lam vnfit forftate and dignitie, i- 

I do befeeeh you take it not amide, 

I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 

But '■* If you refufe it as i n louc and zeaje, ^ 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne. 

As well we know your tendernefle ofheart, 

And gentle kinde effeminate remorfc, 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 

And egallic indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our futeor no. 

Your brothers lonne fiiall neuer raigneour king, 

But wc will plant fomc other in the.throane. 

To the difgrace anddqwnfull of your houfes 
And in this refolution here we Icaue you. , 

Come Citizens, zounds ile intreat no more# 
g/tf.QdonotfwearciiiyLordofButiingham» 










or i#ixxxv* 

Cater Call them againe,my lord, and accept their fute* 
^Ano' Do, good ray lord,leaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo Would you inforce me to a world of care s 

Well, call themagaine, lam not made of done*, 

But penetrable to your kinde lntreates, . 

Albeit againft nay confciencc ana my ioule # 

Cofen of BuckinghaiB,aod you fage graue men* 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backc* 

To beare her burthen whether I will or no, 

I rauft haue patience to indurc the lode, 

Butifblacke fcandale orfoule-fac’t reproach 
Attend the fcqucll ofyour iropofition. 

Your rnecrc inforcement (hall acquittance me 

From all the impurcblots andftaines thereof. 

For God he knowes, and you may partly fee. 

Mow farre I am from the defire thereof. . 

Mm. God blefTc your grace, we fee it,and will lay it. 

Glo. In faying fo, you (halibut fay the truth. 

« Sue . T hen I falutc you with tbi s kingly tide : 

Long Hue Richard, England* royall king. 

Mat. Amen. 

Btts. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d. 

Glo. Euen when you will,fincc you will haue it fo. 
Luc. Tomorrow then vye will attend your grace. 

Glo. Comedctvstoourholy taskeagaine: / 

Farewell good cofen,farwcll gentle friends. 

Enter Qutene mot her^Duchejfe of Y erkt ,Mar ' ,u ' ' #r ' 
ooe doore-yVucbefe ofGlofterat another doore. 

Du. Who meets vs heere.my ncece Plantain* 

Q«, Sifter well met, whether away fo faft 

Du, No. farther then the Tower, and as 

Vpon die like dcuotionas yourfelucs, 

Togratu.latcthe tender Princes 
Q «. Kind filler thanks, weele enter all togitfier, 

And in good time here the Liuetenant comes, . 
M.Lieutcnant , pray you by your 
How fares the Prince* 

Lin. Well Madam,and in health, but^y 





I may not fuflfcr you to viln him. 

The king hath firaightlie charged the contraric, 

Q«. The king? whie,whofe that ? 

L ' e “- I^eyoumcrciejmcane the Lord proteAor. 
r/^P. Lort * P r °tea him from that JCinglie title: 

riath he let bounds betwixt their louc and me: 

I am their mother,who ffiould keepe me from them? 

I am their rather, Mother ,and will fee them. 

GU. Their aunt I am in law, in leue their mother; 
I ncnrearc not thcullc beare thy blame. 

And take thy office from thee on my peril!. 

>, Lien. I doobefeech your graces all to pardon me: 

lam bound by oath,I may not do it. Enter.. L.St antic, 

Stan. Let me but meetc you Ladies an hourc hence, 
Ancille falute your grace cifYorke,as Mother: 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Queencs. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Wcflminfter, 
There to be crowned Richards royal! Qucene. 

O cut my lace in fund er, that my pent heart 
May haue fome (cope to beatc, or clfe found, 

With this dead killing newes. : : 

Dor. MadameihauecdrafbftjbbWfaresyourgraceJ 
J2». O Dorfet,fpeake not to nie 3 g«'thee hence. 

Death anddeftruchpn doggetheeateheheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous, to children. 

If thou wilt outftrip d^Athigd^ffp the feas, 

And liue with Richmond,froffi the reach of hell* - 

Go hie theejhie thee,froitvthis flaughcer houfc'. 



And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfle, 

Nor mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Qucene, 
Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Maidatn, 
Take all the fwift aduantage ofths time. 

You ffiall haue kttersfrtfm'me t5 my fortrie,' : 

To meetc you on the way, and welcome yoUi 
Benot takentardie, by vriwife delay, 

Duck. Ter. Oilldifperfingwindeofmifcrie, 

Omy accurfedwpmbc,the bed of death, 



A Co catrice haft thouhatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoided cie is niurthcrous. 

Stan. Come Madamjinal! haft e was fent. 

Dock Andlinallvnwillingueflc wiUgo, : ^ ’ 

I would to God-that the inclufiue verge,: 

Of -olden mettall that muft round my browe, V 

W ere red hottc fteele to fcare me to. the braine, 

Annointed let me be with deadly poifon, 

And die.cre men can fay, God faue the Quecnc. 

Alas poore foule,I enuie not the glorie,. * 

To feedc my humer.wiffi thy felfe no liarrnc., 

D ucb. Gle. No , when he that is my husband pow, 

Game to me as ! followed Henries courfe. 

When fcarce the bloud was well waffit from his hands, , 
Which iffijed from my other angel husband, ' 

And that dead faint.which thcn,l weeping followed, 

Ojwhcn l fay>I look ton Richards face. 

This was my wifh,be tho» quothl accurft. 

For making me fo young.fo olde a widow, 

And when thou wedffkt forrow haunt thy bed*'. 

And be thy.wife,if any be fo madde , l : * ■ . 

As miferable by the death of thee,. , . 

As thou haft made me by ray’ deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfc againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace,my womans.heart*: ■ • h . • • ! * 

Croflelic grew.Captiue to hishnbie words, 

Andprou’d the fubieOesofmy owne foul es curfc, 

Which euer fiace hath kept my eyes from Peepe, ,. 

For ncuer yet,one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed the golden dew. ©ffteepe, . , 

But haue bene waked by ibis tirocrous dreames, y 

Befides, he hates mefot my father Warwiclfie,:;; . • , 

And will ffiortlybc rid of me, 

Qu. Alas poore foule.I pittie thyx omplaints. 
,De f ^C/».Nb more then from my foule.I mourne for your&s. 
Farevvcllitfhmi.wofullwekomer! of glorie. 

Ducb.Glot Adue poore .foule,thou takrt thy leaueofit. \ 
Dh.Tst,Qo thou coRochmond,& good, fortune guide thee. 

■" ~ ‘ * Go- 
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Go thou to Richard, and good Angels garde thee 
Go thou to fanftuaric,good thoughts pofTeflc thee' 

I co rny grauewhere peace and reft lie with me, * 

tighcie odde yeares of forrow hauel fecne. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke ofteene. 

The TrnmpctJ feund^Snter Rtchardcrotvned 3 Buckwf, 
bam,* Catesby with other Nobles. * 

Kmg. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 
Giuemcthvhand: Here he afeendeth 

Thus htgh by thy aduice the throne. 

And thy aftiftancc is king Richard feated: 

But lhall we wearc thefe honours for a day? 

Or lhall they laft,and we reioiCe in them? 

Bhc. Still liue they, and for for euer may they hft. 

King Ri. O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
Totrieifthou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edward liues : thinke now what I would fay, 

' Buc . Say on my gratious foucraigne. > r 

King. Why buckingham,I fay I would be king. 

Whyfo you are my thrice renowmed liege.- j ' \ 
King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc , True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcquence. 

That Edward ftill fhould line true noble prince* 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull: 

Shall I be plaine i I wilh the baftards dead, - ' 

And I would haue itfuddenly performde. 

What faift thou? fpcake fuddenly be brecfc. 

Bhc. Your gracemay do your plcafure. 

King. T ut, tut, thou art all yce,thy kindnefle freefeth, 
Say,haue I thy confent that they fliall die? . <;■ 

'Buc. Giue me Ibmc breath ,lbme little paufe my Lord, 
Beforcl pofitiuelie fpcake her ein« s = ! ’ . . • t 

1 will refolue your grace imthediatiie, •' • r , -* • > .1 • _ 
Catef. The King is angt ic,fee,he bitcs the lip. ^ 
King. I will conuerfc with ironwktcdfdoles 
And vnrefpcftiuc boics,nonc arc for me 
Thatlookc iffto nn$ with conliderate cics : 










Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circum r pcft, 

B^r, °Mv Lord. 

King. Knoweft thoU not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a c!ofe exploit ofdcath. 

Boy. My lord,I know a difeontented gentleman, 

Whole humble meanes match not his haughtieminde, 
Golde were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him tofny thing- 
Kmg. What is his name? . 

Boy. His name my Lord ,is TirrclI. 

King. Go call him hither prefently. 

The deepereuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more lhall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirdc 

And flops he now for breath? Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

Tfarby. My Lord, I hearc the Marquefte Dorfec 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole parts beyond the leas where he 
abides. 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, ( 

will take order for her keeping clofc: 

Enquire me out fome meane borne gentleman, 

Whom I will manieftraightto Clarence daughter. 

The boy is fooli fh,and I feare nothin:,. * 

Looke how thou dreamft : 1 fay agaifle,giue out 
That A nne my wife is ficke and 1 ike to die. 

About it,for it ftands me much vpon 

To flop a]l hopes whole growth may damage m? s 

I mull be married to my brothers daughttr. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glalfc, 

Murrher her brothrrs,and then manic her. 

Vncerraine way of gaine.but I am in 
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So Jarre in b?oud,that fin plucke on fin, 
TeHrefiillingpitrie dwcls notin this eye. 
Is ihy natpe Tiireli 



Enter TirrtL 



LmicsTirreliandyour inoft obedient fubietfo 
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King. Aft thou indeed?; 

Tir. Proue me my graciousfoueraigne, 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

'Tir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
King, why there thou haft it two deepe enemies, 

Foes, to my reft,and my fweet fleepes difturbs, 

Are they that I wouldhaue theedealc vpons 
7mv/,lmcane thofebaftardsin the tower. 

Ttr . Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone ile rid you from the feare of them. 

Kin. Thou fingft fvyeet muficke. Come hither Ttrrel!,- 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine care. He wbijbt&s in his 
Tis no morebut fo,fay is it done, t arc. 

And I will loue thee and prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my graciousdord. 

JsToj^.Shall wc hearc fromthee 77m/, ere we deep’ Bn. ffuc t 
Ttr. Ye (hall my Lord. 

Buc, My lord,I haue confidered in my mind, > 

The late demaund that you did (bund me in. 

King. Welljct that pafleDorfctis fled toRichmoncJ. 

Buc , Ihcare that newes my lord. 

King. S tanlej Hcis.yourwiucs fonn es. W el looke to i t. , . 
Buc. My lord, I claime your gift, my due by promifc, 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledomc ofHerford and the moueables, 

The which your promifed I fliould poflefle. 

King. S tanley Ipoke.to your wife ,if (he conuey . 

Letters to Richmond you (halj anfwere it. 

Buc. What faies your highnefle to my iuft demand? ? 
Ki»g. As I remember, Henrie the fixt 
Didprophecie that Richmond fliould bejring. 

When Richmond was a littlcpceuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck^. My lord. 

King. Ho w chance th e prophet could not at that time* 
Haue told tne,l being by, that I fliould kill him- 
Buck. My lord, your promifsior the Earlcdome. 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in eurtefie flic wed me the Caftlc, 
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And called it Rugc-mounr,at which name Iftartcd, 
flecaufe a Bard of Ireland toldc me once 
I (hould not liuc long after I (aw Richmond. 

Buc. My lord, • 

King , I,whats a clocked 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Ofwhatyoupiomifdme. 

King. Well, but whats a clocke? 

BucJV pon the ftrokc often. 

Kmg. Wclljlet it ftrike. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufe that like a lacke thou keepeft the Srokc 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Buc. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 

A'/.Tut,(Ut,thou troubled me,I am not in the rain. Exit* 

Buck. Is it euen fo, rewards he my true fcruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made I him king for this# 

O let me thinke on Haftings, and begone 
T o Brecnock while my fearcfull head is on. Exitl 

Enter S-ir Francis Tirrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done. 

The mod arch-aft of pitteouS maflacre, 

That euer yet this land was guilric of, 

Dighton and Forrcft whom! did fubborne, 

To do this ruthlefle peecc of butcherie, 

Although they were flefht villains, bloudie dogs^ 

Melting with tendernefle and kind companion, 

Wept liketwo children in their deaths fad ftoriess 
Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofc tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdling on another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

Their lips foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

Which in their fumraer beautie kift each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my mindc, 

But othe diuel: their the villaine ftopt, 

Whilcft Dighton thus told on we fmothered 
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The’moft replenilhcd fwcct worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed 
Tlius both are gone with confidence and remorfe, 

They could not fpealce and fo I left (Hem both, 

T o bring this tidings'to the bloudie king. Enter Ki. Rich, 
And here he comes,all haile my foueraigne lie">-e. 

King. Kind Tiircll ami happieiin thy newesf 
Tir .If to haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happinelTe.be happie then 

¥ or it is done my Lord, 

King. Butdidff thou fee them dead f 
Ttr. I did my Lord. 

Kmg. And buried gentle Tirrell# . 

Ttr. The Chaplaine of the tower hath buried them. 

But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

Tir. Come to me Tin ell foone at after fupper. 

And thou ftialt tell the procedc oftheir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be i nheritor of thy defire. Exit Tirnl 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp cfofe. 

His daughter meanelie haue I raatcht in marriage, 

The fonnes of Edward fleepc in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight. 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I go a iollie thriuing wooer. Enter Catesbj. 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad,that thou comcft info bluntly/ 
Catef. Bad newes my Lord,£/r is fled to Richmond. 
And Buckingham backt with the hardie W elchmen. 

Is in the field, and ftill his power increafeth. 

Kmg. Ely withRichmpnd troubles me more nearc 
Then Buckingham and hisrafh leuied armie:- 
Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitour to dull delay, v 1 

.Delay leads impotent and fnailc-pa& beggeiie, 
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Exeunt* 



Ioues Mercurie and Herald for a King « . 

Come raufter men, my counfailc is my “ uc ^’ 

\Ve muft be briefe when traitors braue the field. 

Enter Queene Margaret fela . 

G) Mar. So now profperitie begins to mellow , , > • 

And drop into the rotten mouth of Death : 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue I Jurkr, 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfaries ; v 

A dire induction am 1 witnefle to, 

And will to France, hoping the conference 
Will prooue as bitter, blacke and tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret,who comes here? 

, Enter the J>hi.andthe DucheffeofTolke. 

Qu. Ah my young princes, ah my tender babes.' 

My vnblownc flowers,new appearing fvveets, 

I f yet your gentle foules flie in the ayre 

And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 

Houer about me with your aicrie wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. . 

Qn.Mar , Houer about her,fay that right (pr right, - 
Hath dinicl your infant mome,to aged night. 

Qn. Wilt thou,0 God, Bie from fuch gentle lambes s 
And throw them in the intrailesof the wolfc : 

When didft thou flecpe,when fuch a deede was done ? 
Qn.Mar. When holie Hart? died, and my fweet fonne. 
Duch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortall liuing ghoft. 
Woes feeane, worlds fhame,graues due by life vfurpt, 
Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfullie made drunke with innocents bloud. i 

Q«. O that thou woludft as well affoord agrauCj 
As thou canft yeeld a meianchplie featc, . . y. v ; i, : 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft thenj here ; . ! ; 
Owhohathanycaufetomournebutl? . ^ 

Due. So many miferies hauecrazd my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue ismute and dumbe? 

Ed ward Plantagcnet,w.hy art thpu dead# ; 

QJMar, If ancient fertPWibe ottjft reuere:o0, 

Giuc mine the bcnefiteoffignpricjn - T « i . 
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And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

Iflorrow can admit focietie, 

Tell oiler yoiir woes againe by vewingminc, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him; 

I had a Richard,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadftan Edward,tilla Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Duck. I had a Richard too,and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, thou hopft to kill him. 

Q,^-Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 
From forth the kehnell of thy wotnbe hath crept, 

A hel-hound-that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge,that had his teeth before his eyes 
T o worrie lambcs,and lap their gentle blouds. 

That foule defacer of Gods handic vvorke. 

Thy wombelctloo&jtoehafe vsto ourgraues, 

O vprighr, iuft, and true difpoftng God, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnal! curre, 

Praies on the iflue ofhis mothers bodte, 

And makes-her puefellow with others mone. 

"Due, O, Harises Wifcv friumh not in my woes, 

God witnefle with me, 1 liaue wept for thee. 

Bearc with me, l am hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it. 

Thy Ed ward, he is dead, that ftabd iny Edward, 

Thy other'Edward dead , to quit my Edward, 
Yong*Yorke,be is but boote bccaufc both they 
Match not the high perfection of my lofle : 

Thy Clarence be is dead, that kild my Edward, ' _ • 

And the beholders of this tragicke plare. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,VaughaniGrays 
Vnumelyfmothredin theirdu'skiegraues, 

Richard yet liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buie foules. 

And fend them thithcr,but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,arid vnpittiedend. 

Earth gapes, hell burncs,»endes'roarc > {aintes pray. 

To hauc him fuddcnly coRUcicd away. 



Gancell his bond of life,deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

j)u t O thou didft prophetic the time would come. 
That I Ihould wifti for thee to helpe me curflc. 

That botteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toade. 

I cald thee then,vaine flourish of my fortune, 
I cald thee then, poore flhadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was, . 

The flattering index of a divefull pageant, 
Onehcauedahigh,to be burlddowne bclowe,-, 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweete babes, 

A dreamc of which thou wert a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie,a garifh flagge, j 

To be the aime ofeuery dangerous fhot, 

A Queene in ieaft,one!y<tofill the feeane, 

Where is thy husband now, where be, thy brothers? 
Where are thv children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fues to thee,and cries God foue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeresthat flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that follovycdthcef 
Decline all this, and fee,' what now thpu att^ 

For happie wife,a raoft diftreflcd Widow, 

Forioyfull mother, one that wailes the name. 

For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care. 

For one being fued too,onc that bumblic fues, 

For one commaundingaUjpbeycdpf none. 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath the courfe of mftice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but,a very pray to time, 

Hauing na r more,but, thought of what thou were, 

T o torture thee the more, being- what thpu art. 

Thou didft vfutpe my place, and doeft thoU>nof, : 

V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrpw, 

Now thy proudencckc,beares halfe my burthened yoke,.- 
From which, euen here,Iflip my wcarie necks,. 

And leauc the, burthen ofit all on thee % .... . 

Farewell Yorkes wife,ap4^^cnepflad-mifoh3nc«, : 
Engldh woes,yviU.m^cJmf (mile jn France* . 
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Q*». O thou well skildin curfes,ftay a while, 

And teach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

Qu.Afar. Forbeare to fleepe the nights and faft the dales, 
Comparedcad happinefle with Iiuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they werfi 
Andhethatflew them fooler then he is, 

Bettring thy lode makes the bad caufer worfe, 1 
Rcuoluing this, will teach thee how to curie. • 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Qwk/.Thy woes wilmake themfharp,& pierce like mine. 

T)ft. Why foouldcalamitie be full of words? Exit Mar, . 

Q«. Windic atturnies to your Client woes. 

Aerie fucceeders of inteftate ioies, 

Poore breathing Orators of miferies. 

Let' them haue fcope, though what they do impart, 

Helpe not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

‘Due. Iffo,then be not tqong-tide,gowith me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmothcr 
My damned fonne, which thy two fvveet fonnes friipthci'd, 

I heare his drum,bc copious in exetaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with drummet 
kndTrumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition# 

Duch. A fhe.that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe. 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done-. 

Q«. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right. 

The flaughtcr of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my twofonries, and brothers: 

Tell me thouvillainc flaue, where are my children# 
7>«ci&.Thoii rode, thou todc.wliere is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plahtagenet,hisfonnC? 

Qrn Where is 1 kind Hayings \Riuert ^atighan.Graji 

King. A flourifh trumpets .ftrike alarum drummes,^ 

Let not the heauens heare foefetebtale wonieir 

Railc on tneLofds anrioirited: Strike I fay. The trmpe _ 

Either be patient, and intr eat me faire. 



0 r with the clamorous report of war: 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

(Da, Art thou my fonne# 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fclfc, 

(Du. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch ofyour condition. 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Da. I will be mild and gentle in my fpecch. 

Kin , And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Du. Art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguiflppaineand agonic. 

King. And came 1 not at laft to comfort you# 

Du. No by the holy rootle thouknowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grecuous burthen was thy byrth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, - 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful, defperate,wilde, and furious: 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmcd,proud,fubnl,bloudie,trccherous. 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That euergrac’t me in thy companie s 
/O. Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace 
Tobreakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo dilgratious in your fight, : . t . ; 

Let me march on,and not offend yout grace. 

Da. O heare me fpeake,for I fh^ll ncucr fee the more. 
King. Come,come,ypu are too bitter, 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Godsiuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extre'ame age fhall perilh, 

And neper looke vpon tjiy face againet 
Therefore take with tliiee my moft heapic curfe,, 
Whichiipthe day of-battaile tire thee more 
Then all the complcat armor that thqgyvearft. 

My praiers on the aduafepartie fight, , . 

And there the little foulcs of Edwaj dschildren ? J? t • 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifethem fucccfic and vnflorie, 
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Bloudie thou art, bloudie will be thy end. 

Shame ferucs thy life, and cloth thy death attend. Exit 

Qh. T hough far more eaufc, yet much leflc fpirit to curfc 
A bides in me,I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam,! mufl fpeake a word with you. 
Q«. I haue no more forincs of fhc royall blond, 

For thee to murtlier,for my daughters Richai d. 

They ilialbe praying Nunncs-not weeping Queenes,. 
And therefore leuell not to hit their hues. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and fairc, royall and gracious. 

Qu. And muff fhe diefor this? O let her Hue!' 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beaurie, 

Slander my fclfe as fiilfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vale ofinfamie. 

So (he may hue vnskard fi omblceding daughter, 

I will corifelte fhe was not Edw&rds daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall bloud. 

Q«, T o faue her life,ile fay flic is not fo. 

King. Her life is onlie fafeff in her birth. 

Q u. And onelie in that fafetie died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good ftars were Oppofite. 

Qu. Ho to their hues bad friends were contraric. 

King. All vnauoidcd is the doome ofdeftinie. 

Qu. T rue, when auoided grace makes dcftinic, 

Hly babes were deftindc to a fairer death. 

If grace had blcft thee with a fairer life. ( ar J™ s 

Jf.Madam,fo thriuel in my dangerous attempt of hoflilc 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then cucr you or yours were by me wrongd. 

Q». what good is couerd with the face ofheauen, 

Tobedifcouerdthatcandomegood. 

King. The aduancement of your children i mightie Lady» 
Q#. Vp to fomc fcaffold, there to loofc their heads. . 
Kin. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height impcriall tipc of this earths glonc. 

Q*. Flatter my forrovyes with report of it. 

Tell me what Rate, what dignitic, what honor? 
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Canft thou demife toany child of mine. 

King. Euen all I hauc,vea and my felfc and all. 

Will I withall endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foule. 

Thou drownc the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Qu. Be brcefe,lca(l that the procefle of thy kindnefTe, 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefTe doo. 

K. Then know that from my foule I louc thy daughter. 

Q«. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

King . What do you thinke? 

Q«. That thou dofl: loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foules loue didfl thou her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue I do thankethcefor it« 

King. Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning, 

I raeanc that with my foule I loue thy daughter. 

And mcane to make her Queene of England. 

Qu. Say then, who doft thou mcane fhall be her king? 

Kmg. Eiien he that makes her Queene, who fhould clfcS 

Q«. What thou? 

King. I, cuen I, what thinkeyou ofit Madame? 

Q«. Hovvcanft thouwooc her? 

King. That would I learne of you. 

As one that are beft acquainted with her humor. 

Qu. And wilt thou 1 earne of me ? 

Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Q«. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A paire of bleeding hearts thereon ingrauc, 

Edward and Yorke.thenhappelicfhe will weepc. 

Therefore prefentto her asfometimcsMargarct 

Did to thy father, ahandkerchefTefteept in Rutland* blood 

And bid her d rie her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a ftoric of thy noble ails: 

Tell her thou madeft away her V nckle Clarence, 

Her ATickle Riucrqyea and for her fake 

- v addl quick e conueiance with her good Aunt Anne, 

**•*«£. Co me, conic, you mock e me, this is not the way# 
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Towing 

Q«. There is no other way, 

Vnlefle thoucouldft pur on fome other fhape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King. Infer fa ire Englands peace by this alliance. 

Q«. Which Hie (hall purchafe with ftilllafiing war. 
King. Say that the king which may commaund intreats, 
Q«. That sther hands, which the kings king foibid. 
King. Say flie fhalbc a high and mightie Queene. 

Qu. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I W'ill loue her euerlaflingly. 

Qu. But how long fliall that title euer laft? 

King, Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliues end. 

Q«. But how long fail cly (hall her fweet lifelalh?- 
Kmg. So long as neauen and nature lengthensit. 

Q«. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Kmg. Say I her foueraigneam her fubieft loue. 

Qu, But Ihe your fubieft loaths fuch foueraigntie. 

King. Be eloquent in my bchalfc to her. 

Qw. An honeft talc fpecds beft being plainly told. 

Km. Then in plaine termes tell her my louing talc. 

Qu. Plaincandnothoncftistooharlhaftile. 

King. Madam your reafons are too lhallow & too quickc 
Q«. O no,my reafons arc too deepe and dead. 

T oo deepe and dead poore infants in their graue. 

King. Harpc on it ftill foal I, till hartftrings breake. 
King. No w by my Gcorge,my Garter and my Crow tie* 
Q«. Prophand,diibonourd,and the third vfurped. 
King. I fwearc by nothing. 

Qu. By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath loft his holy honor 2 
The Gartcrblemiftitjpawnd his knightlie vertues 
The crowne vfurpt ,difgrac 5 t his kinglie digniric, 
Iffomething thou wilt Iweare to be beleeudc. 

Swcare then by fonaething that thou haft not wrong • 
King. Now by the world, / 

Q». Tis full ofthy fouls wrongs. KingMl 
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Kmg. My fathers death . 

Qu. Thy life hath that dilhonerd. 

King . Then by my felfe. 

Qu. Thy felfe,thy felfe mifufeft. ■ • 

King. Why, then by God. 

Qu. Gods wrong is rooft of all, 

If thou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnitic the king my brother made. 

Had not bene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him. 

The emperiall mettall circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had b;nc breathing here. 

Which now, two tender play-fellowcsfor dull. 

Thy broken faith , hath made a praie for wormes. 

King, By the time to come, 

Qu! That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 

For I my fclfe,haue many teares to wafti, 

Hereafter time, for time,by the paft wrongd, 

The children liue,whpfe parents thou haftilaughtrcd 3 
Vngouernd youth, to waile it in their age. 

The pa rents liue.vvhofc children thou haft butcherd, 

Old withered plants, to waile it with their age, 

Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed.eare vied, by rime mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. Asl intend to profper and repent, 

So thriuc I in my dangerous attempt. 

Of hoftile armes, my felfe, my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofite, all planets of good lucke, 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculatd deuocion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happineffe and thine. 

Without, her followcs to this land and me, 

T o thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftiao foule. 

Sad defolation, ruine,and deCaie, 

It cannot be auoyded but by this, 
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It will not be auoided bur by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo,) 

Be theatturney of my loue to her. 

Pleadc what 1 will be, not what I haue bene, 

Not by dcfcrts,bur what I will deferue, 

Vrge thencccflicieand ftatcof times. 

And be not pecuifli, fond in great ddfignes. 

Slit* Shal I be tempted of the ditiell thus? 

K*»g. Ijifthediuell tempt thee to doo good. 

^.Shall 1 forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

I, if your felfes remembrance, wrong your (clfc, 

Sjg. But thou didft kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe.I buried them, 
Wherein thatneft offpiccric they fhall breed, 

Selfes ofthemfelues,toyour recomfiture. 

Shall I go winne my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the decdc. 

Qu. I goe, write to me very ftiortlic, 

Ktn. Beare her my true loue j kideforewcl Exit . 

Relenting foole, and fhallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. Aly gracious foucraigne, on the wefterne coafl, 
Ridcth a puiflant Nauic. T o the fhore. 

Throng many doubtful! hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond istheir Adinirall, 

And t here thy hull, expecting but the aide, 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King.Some light-fbotc friend, poft to the Duke ofNotfE 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catesbie, where is he? 

Here my Lord. 

v King. Flic to the Duke, poft thou to Salisburie, 
fWBtaythou comcft there, dull vnmindfull villaine, 

W fiy ftapcfft thou ftill? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Jrirft mightic foueraigne , let me know your minde# 
What, w>m your grace, I ftialldeliucr them. 

Kmg. 0,truc good Catesbie, bid him leuie ftraight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

And mcetc me prefentlieat Salisburie. 
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Rat. What is it your hignes pleafure,I fhal do at Salibuiy? 
Kmg. Why, what wouldft thou do there before I go t 
Rat . Your highnefle told me I fhould poft before.. 

Km. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. 

How now, what newes with you* 

Enter Tfarbie. 

'ZV.None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing, 
Nor nonefo bad,but it may well be told. 

Kmg. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doeft thou runne fo many mil c about, 

When thou mailt tell thy talc a nearer way. 

Once more, what newes? 

Dar. Richmond is on thefeas. 

King. There let him finkc,and be the feason him* 

White liuerdrunnagatc.what doth hcthcrc? 

Dar, 1 know not mightie foueraigne, but by gucflc. 

K<ng, Well fir,as you gucflc, as you guelle. 

*Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfct.Buckingham and Elie, 

He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 

King. Is the chaire Emptic ? is the fword vnfwaicdf 
Is tlft king dead ? the empire vnpoflefti 
What heirc of Yorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcs heire ? 

Then tell me, what doet h he vpon the Tea? 

Dar. Vnlelfe for that my liege, I cannot gucflc. 

King. V nlefleforthat,hc comes to beyourliege, 

You cannot guelle, wherefore the Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolt,and flie fo him I feare. 

< I)gir. No mightie liege, therefore rfiiftruft me not. 

King. Where is thy power then ,to beate him backe? 
Where are thy tennants,and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Weftemc fhore? 

Safe conducting, the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my goodLord,niy friendsarc in the North. 
K^.Cold friends to Richard,whatdo they in the North! 
When they fhould feme, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. They hauenot bin commaunded, mightic foueraigne. 
Plcafe it your Maicftic to giuc me Icauc, 
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He mufter vp my friends and meete your grace, 

Wherc,and what time,your Maieftic fhall plcafe, 
&«g.I,I,thou wouldft be gone to ioyne with Richmond, 

I will not truft you Sir. * 

Dar , MoftmightieScueraigne, 

Youhaue no caufc to hold my f riendfhip doubtfull, 

I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe. 

j King. Well, go mufter men,but hcerc youdeaue behinde, 
Your fonnc George Stanlic,Iooke yourfaith be firme. 

Or elfe,his heads aflurance is but frailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I prooue true to you, 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mt[. My gracious foueraigrie,now in Deuonfhire, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney ,and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Excter,his brother there, 

With many mo confideratcs.ai e in armes. 

Enter an other Mejfenger, 

Mef My Liege,in Kent the Guilfordes arc in armes, 
Andcuery houre more competitors, 

Flockc to their aide,andftill their power increafeth. 

Enter another M efferger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

lie flrtketh him. 

Kmg. Out on you owlcs,notbmgbut fongs ot death. 
Take that rntill thou bring me better new es. 

Mef. Your grace miftakes,the newes 1 bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden floud,and fall of water , 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difpcrft and fcattered, 
A nd he himfelfe fled,no man knowes whither. 

King. OIcrieyoumercie,Ididmiftake, 

Ratcliffe reward him, for the blow I gauebim. 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham. 

Mef Such proclamation hath bene made my liege. 

Enter another Mefenger. in ■ 

Mef. Sir T homas Louehand Lord Marques Dorfct, 

Tis faid my Degc.arc vpin armes. 
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, Y et this good comfort bring I toy ur grace, 

The Brittainc nauie is difoerft, Richmond in Dorftiirc 
Sent out a boat e to aske them on tht flrore, . 

If they were his affiftants yea,or no: 

Who anfwcred him, they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie,he miftrufting them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Britraine. ' 

Ktno . March on, march oigfinge we arc vp in artnes, 
Ifnot ro fight with forreine enemies, 

1 et to beate downe,thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond, 

Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 0.’ 

Is colder tidings.yet they muft be told. V 

Kmg. Away towards Salisburie, while we rcafon here, 
A royal 1 battdl might be wonne and loft. 

Some one rake order Buckingham be brought, 

1 o Salisburie, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Dar he, Sir Chrtjlopher. 

_*Z>ar. Sir Chriftopheiytell Richmond this from me,, 
Thar m the flieof this moft bloudiebore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

Jr l rciiolt, off goes young G eoi ges bead, 

Tire fcare of that, withholds my prefentaiefe, 

/ " ut tf ** uie, where is princely Richmond now? 

C/J77/?. At Pembroke, orat Herford-weft in Wales. 
ar What men of name refort to him, 
c, Sir Walter Herbert,* reno.vmed foulclicr, 

, ^G.loert Talbot, fir William Staniie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blunt, 

Kice vp Thomas .with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble tame and worth, 
n towards London f hey do bend their coutfe, 
the way, they be not tought w ithaJl. 

Tel lT Vnt ° m >’ ^ cemmehd me to him, 

He/hT , r hC ( X CC!,e hath hart,l,c «r.fentcd, 

*lc /hall cfpouie Elizabeth her danhtciv 













Thefe letters will refoluc him of my minde. 

Farewell; Extm, 

Enter Buckingham execution. 

Sue. Will nor king Richard let me fpeake with him. 
Bat. Nornv Lord, therefore bepatient. 

Buck. Haftings.and Edwards children, Riuers,Gray, 
Holieking Hcnrie.and thy fairc fonne Edward, 
Vaughan, andall thatluus mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, foule iniuflice, 

If that your moodiedifcontcntedfoules, 

Do fhrogh the clou !es behold this prefent houre, 

Eden for,rcuenge,mocke my deftruftion. 

This is A Houles day fdlowesj it-not?. 

Bat. It is my Lord. 

Buc, Whiethen A Houles day, is my bodiesdomefday: 
Thirtis th edav, that in king Edward time, 
lyyifht might fall on me,vv hen 1 was found, ■ 

Falfetc his children, or his witres allies: 

This is the day,wherein I wifht to fall. 

By the falfe faith, of him I trufled mod : 

Thjs^hss Alfoulcs day ,to my fearefullfoufo, 

Is the determind refpit of my wrongs; 

What high a! -Jeer, that! dsdlieJwi# 

Hath tumd niy fained prayer on my head, 

And giuen in earned what I begd in icaft. 

Thus dqeth he force the fwords of wicked men. 

To turnc their owne pointes,ontheir maifters bofomc: 
Now Margarets curfe,isfallen vpon my head, 

Whe»he quoth flie,iliall Iplir thy heart with forrow. 
Remember, Margaret was a Propheteflc, 

Come firsjconucy me to the blocke offhamey 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blamethedew of blame. 

E n ter Richmond with drums and trumpets. 

' Rich. Felldwes inarmes.anofmy tnoft louingfrieodS; 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannie. 

Thus farresnto tbebowsls of the land* , 

Haue we tnatcht Qd without impediment. - • 
Aodher<s?cc«i«c we,fromour Father Stanise, 
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Lines of faire comfort, and incouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore. 

That fpoild your fummer-fields,and frutefull vines,' 

Swils your warnic bloud like wa(h,and makes his trough. 
In your inboweld bofomes,this foule fwine, 

Lies now euen inthe center of this He, 

Neare to the town e ofLeycelter as we learne: 

From T am worth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name checre on,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetual! peace. 

By this one bloudie triall of fharpe warre. 

I. La. Eueriemansconftience is athoufand fwords. 

To fight again (l that bloudie homicide. 

I.Lo. 1 doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3. La. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fcare. 
Which in his greataft need will fiirinke from him. 

Rich. Ail for our vantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter Ring Richard, Ntrfolke,RmCb§e, 
Catesbieywtth others. 

Ktfl Z‘ Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bofworth field 
Wlue,how now Catcsbie/why lookeft thou fo fad? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then ray lookes. 

Kwg. Norffolke.come hither. 

Noffelke,we rauft haue knockcs,ha,mufl: we not > 

W e mult both giue, and take ray gracious Lord. 
Kwg. V p with my tent there,het e wi] 1 1 lie to ni - hr, 

But where to morroyy»we!J ali is one forthat: ° 1 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. 

Six or feu.cn thoufondis their greatefl number, 
y. r/' Why pur battalion trebels that account, 
Befides,the kings name isa ; towcr offtrength. 

Which they vpon the aduerle panic want, 

/ P w ?fo my tent there, valiant gentlemen, 

Letvsfiuueytjrcyantageofthefield, 

^all iorlome men of found Jreftion, ii,; ... V 

Lets want no difciplinc,raake no delay, 
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For Lords, to morrow isabuGeday. Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords ^c. 

%ich. The wcade funnediath made a golden feate, 
And by the bright tracke of hisfierie Cane, 

Ti:ucs fignall of a goodlie day to morrow. 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhali beare my fhnderd, 
Thf Earle of Pcmbrooke keep his regiment. 

Good captaine B!unt,beare my good night to him, 

And by the fecond iiouic in the morning, 

Defire the Earletoleemcinmyrcnt; 

Yet one thing more.gopd Blunt before thou goeft: 

Where is Lord Sranlie t]uarrerd,doeft thou know* 

Blunt. V nlelle 1 liaue miflauc his colours much. 

Which well I am afiur’d,! haue not done, 

His regiment dies halfea mile at leaff, 

South from the mightie power of the King, 

%*ch. If without perill it be poflible. 

Good captaine B i unt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me,this raoft rieedfull fcrowle* 

Blunt. V pon my life my Lord,iJe vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt.- 
Giue me fome inke,and paper.in my tent, 
lie draw the forme, and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion ourfniall ftrength, 

Come, let Vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefie, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold; 

Enter king Richard$&orff.Ratelffc 
Catesbte t <$c, 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat. It is fixe ofclocke,full (upper time, . 

Kin. I will not fup to night,giuc me fomc inke and paper) 
What, is my beuereaficr then it was* 

And all my armour laid into my tent* 

Cat. It is my Liege, audall things arc in rcadinetle. 

King. Good Nor«blke,hie thee to thy charge# 

V fe careftill watch, chufe truftic ccntinell. 

Nerff. I go toy Lord. Sto? 
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King. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norflblkrt 
Nor ft. I warrant you my Lord. 

Kmg. Catesbie# 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regiment.bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifingdeaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofeternall night. 

Fill me a bowl e of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy RatlifFe. 
R*t t . My Lord. 

Kmg. Sawed thou the melancholie L: Northumberland*-' 
Rat. Thomas theEarleofSmrey and himfelfe, 

Mach about cockihut time, from troupe ro troupe 
Went through the armie ehearing vp the foldiers. 

King. So I amfatisfiedjgiue roe a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 
Norcheareofmind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readie* 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratline about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helps toarme me : leaue me I lay. Exit, Ratline . 

Enter Darby to Richmond tn his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and yidorie fit on thy helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, ‘ 

Tell me how fares our louing mother* 

Bar. I by attu> ney blrflc thee from thy mother^ 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good, " , 

So much for that the filent hourcs fteale on. 

And flakie dar kenefie breakes within the caff, 

In briefc,for fo the feafon bids vs bcJ 
Prepare thy batcell early in the morning* 

^cl ^ Ut ^ ortunc to f hc arbitrement. 

Of bloudie ftrokes and mortall flaring war* 

I as I may, that whichl would Icanoot, 
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With beftaduantage will deceiue the time. 

And aide thee in this doubtfull (Locke of armes* 

But on thy fide I may not he too forward, 

Leaft being feene thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearcfu’l time. 

Cuts off the ceremoniQUsvovves of loue. 

And ample enterchange of fweet difccurfc, 

Which fo.long fundried friends thould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue. 

Once more adiew, be valiant and (peed well. 

Rich. Good Lords conduct him to his regiment : 

He ftfiue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden (lumber pcife me downe to morrow. 

When I fliould mount with wings ofyiftorie, 

Once more good night kind Lords and gentlemen. 

6 thou whofe Gaptainel account my felfe, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: - . 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 

Thatthev may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vlurping helmets of our aductfai ie$, 

Make vs thy minifters of chafhfemcnt, 

That we may praifefliec in thevi&orie, 

To t hee I do commend my vvatchfull foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me fhU* 

Enter tbegboflofyaono Etwee Ec'p.’tru.fenns 
to Henry the fixt Jo Ri. 

Qhoftto R>, Let me fit heauie on thy Louie to morrow. 
Thinkc how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyoufh, 

AtTeukesbuiie.difpairethciefpmanddie, 

To Rich. Be chearful Richmoncffor the wronged foules 
Of butchered Princes fight in thy bchalfe. 

King Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the gheft of Henry the fixt. , 

ChoJltoRU When Iwas mortal!, my annointed hectic, 

By thee waspunehed full of holes, . 

Thinke on the T qwsc and ipe, difpaire arid ditr. 
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Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. ^ 

To Vcrtuous and bolie be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied thou fhouldcft be king,. 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepe,li«c and florifh. 

Enter the G hoaft af Clarence, 

Ghoafi. Let me fit heauie in thy foulc to morrow, 

1 that was waiht to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore C iarencc by thy guile betraidto death: 

To morrow in the battailc thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelelle fword.difpire and die. 

To Rich. Th ou offpri ng of the houfe of Lancaficr, 

The wronged heires of Yorkeda pray for thee,. 

Good angels guard thy battailejliue and florifh.. . 

Enter the ghoafls of Rtners , Gray , Vaughan. 

King. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Iviuers that died at Pomfret difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray,and let thyfoule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinke, vpon Yaughan.andvvithguiluefeare, . 
Lctfall thy laance, difpaire and die. .. 

All to Rj, Awake and thinke our wrongs in Rl.bofome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the ghoafls of the two yomgTrincet. 

Ghofl to A-Dreame on thy Cofens fmotheredin the tower, 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to ruinejflianie.and death, 

Thy Nephewe; foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

T o iL.Slecpe Richmond fleepe, in peace and wake in ioy, 
Good angels guard thcefromthebores annoy,.. 

Liue and beget a happic race of Kings, , 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee floridly . 

Enter the ohoafl of Hafltngs. 

Ghiifl. Bloudieandgailtie,guiltilicawakc, 
AndinabloudiebattaileeRd thy dayes, . 

Thinke on lord HaftiDgs,difpaite and die,- 
T o Rick. Quiet vnrrouhhd foule, awake, awake, 
Arme,fightandconqucrforfairs Englands fake. , 

Ent er t he Ghsafl o>/ fa die -Anne hts wife , 

Richard thy wife, that wretched Antic thy wife* ; 
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That ncufr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

No w fils thy (leepc with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgelefle fword difpaire andciie. 

T o Rich. Thou quiet foule.flcepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Drcame of fuccefle and happie vi&orie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoifi of 'Buckingham. 

The firfl: was I that helpt thee to the Crownc, 

The laft was I that fell thy tyrannie, 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham," 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefl'e, 

Drcame ©n, drcame on,of bloudic deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaire 3 difpairiqg.yeeld thy breath. 

To r Rjch. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But chcare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of al ! his pride. 

Richard flarteth vp out of a drcame. 

K. Ri. Giue me another horfc,bind vp roy wounds, 
Haue m ercie lefu : foil, I did but drcame. 

O Coward confcience,how doeft thou afflift me Y 
The lights burne blew.it is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearcfull drops ftand on my trembling fleflh, 
What do I feai e my felfc # thcrcs none elfe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am I, . 

Isthere a murtherer here# no. Yes I am, 

Then flie, what from my felfe i great reafon why# 
Leaft I reuenge. WKa t my felfe vpen my felfc# 
Alackel loue my felfe,wheretbre# for any good 
Thatl my felfe haue done vnto my felfe# 

O no, alas 1 rather hate my felfe, 

For hateful 1 d#cds committed by my felfe : 
Iamavillaine,yctl Jie,Iamnot. 

Fooleof thy felfe fpeake welijfoole do not natter, 
My confciencc hatli a thoufand feuerall tongues, 
And cueric tongue brings in a ftuerall tale, 

And cuety talc concieituu me for a villaine: 
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Periurie,periurie,in the highcft degree. 

Mu thcr.fterne murther,in the dyreft degree, 

AH feu:rall finne^all vfde in each degree, . 

Throng to the barre, crying a!l,gui!rie,guiltie. 

I (hall difpaire,thcre is no creature loues me, 

And if I die, no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould chey,fince thatl 'my felfe, 

Findc in my felfe,no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought thefoulesofall that I muitherd. 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard: 

Enter RHtchjfe* y- 

if at. My Lord. 

IO. Zoundeswho is there? 

R*t 4 Ratchffe,my Lord,tis 1 . the early village cocke, 
ILith twife done faluration to the morne, 

Your friends are vp,and buckle on then* armor. 

King. O Ratcliflfe,! haue dreanid a fearful) dreamc, 
What thinkflfthou, will our friends proue all. t. ue } 

%ai. No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatc!ifFc,Ifeare,I feare. 

R<tt. Nay good my Lord,bc not afraid of fludowesV 
King. By the ApofUe.Paul, fhadowes to night, 

Haue ftrooke more terror^ to the foule of Richard, 

Then can tliefubftan.ee of ten thoufdiid fouldiers. 
Armed in proofe, and led by (hallow Richmond* 
Tisnotyet nearedajycome^go yvith roc, ' 

V nder our T cnt> I : e play the ewfe dropper, 

T o fee if any meanc to ftivinke from me. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lor. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mcrcie Lords,and watchfull Gentlemen. 
That you haue tane a tardie fluggafd here. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? f , y * 

R'ch. The fwceteft fleepc andTairtft boding drcaxnes. 
That cuer entred in a drowlie head, 

Haue lunccyour departure had my Lords* 



The Tragedie 

Me thought their fou1es,whofe bodies Richard numbered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on vittone, 

I promife you, my foule is very, jocund* f 
In the remembrance offo faire a dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lo. Vpon the broke offourfe. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,and giuc direction. 
fits Oration to his foulchen. 

More then I hauefaidjlouingcountrimen. 

The leifurc and inforccment of the time. 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufc,fight vpon our fide. 

The praters of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bul warkes,ftand before our faces, 

Richard, except thofe whom we fight againb., 

Had rather haue vs winnc,then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow ? trulie gentlemen, 

A bloudie tirant,and a homicide. 

One raifd in bloud,and one in bloud cflablifhed. 

One that made me ancs to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered chofc,that were the meanes to helpc hid. 
A bafe foule bone, made precious by the foil e, 

Of Englands chaire,whei e he is falfcly fet. 

One that hath euer bene Gods encmie. 

Then if you fight againb Gods enemie, 

God will in iubice,ward you as his fouldicrs, 

If you doe fweate to put a tyrant downc, 

Y ou beepei n pcace,thc ty rant being brine. 

If you do fight againb your countries foes. 

Your countries fat, fhall paic your paines the hire, 

Ifyoudo fight in fafegard ofyourwiues, 

Your wiues biall welcome home the conquerors, 

If you do free your children from thelword, 

Your childrens children quitsit in your age: 

Then in the name of Goa and all thefe rights, . 

Aduance your bandards,draw your wdliag lvf*rol, 

Forme.the ranfomeofroy bold attempt. 

Shill be this colde corps oh the earths cold face: „ - 






of Richard the third. 

But if I thviue ,the gainc ofmy attempt, 

The leab of you, fhall lhare his part thereof. 

Sound drums and trumpets boldlic,and chearefullie, 

God,and Saint George,Richmond and vidorie. 

Enter King Richard, Rat . &c, 
iL/tf<r.WhatfaidNortlnimbcrland,as touching Richmond. 

Rat. That he was ncuer trained vp in urines- 
Kin'e. Hefaid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Eat. He fmiled and laid, the better for our purpofe. 

King. He was in the right,and fo indeed it is; 

Tell theclocke there. The clccke jlnketh. 

Giuemea calender, who faw the Sunneto day? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. , , 

K ing. Then he difdaines to fhine.tor by the booke, 

He fhould haue braud the Eaft an houre agoc, 

A blacke day willit be to fome bodie Rat- 
K^it. My Lord. 

King. Thefunnewillnotbefcenetoday, 

The skic doth frowne,and lowrevpon ourarmic, 

Iwould thefc devvie tcareswere from the ground, 

Not bailie to day : why, what is that to me? 

More thento Richmond, for the fclfe-fame hcauen, 

That frownes on me,lookes fadlie vpon him. 

Enter Not jfolke. . 

Ncrff. Araic,arme,my Lord,the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,bubIe,buble,caparifonmy boric, 

Callvp Lord Stanlie,bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth, my fouldicrs to the plaine, 

And thus my battaile fhall be ordered. 

My foreward ball be drawne in length, 
Confibingcquallie ofborfcandloore, 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the midtf, 

Iohu,Uuke of Norffolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of thisfootc andhorfe. 

They thus direbed, wcwill follow. 

In the maine battell.whofe puifiance on cither fide, 

Shall be well winged with our chcefeft horfe: 

This, and Saint Gcorgetobootes,whatthinkeftthouNor. 

""Ml Agood 
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TheTragedie 

Nor. A good dire&ion warlike foueraigne, He Jbeweth 
This found I on my tent this morning. bun a paper, 

locfey of Nor felloe be not ft bold. 

For Dickon thy m after is bought 4nd fold. 

King. A thing deuiled by the cnemie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules: 
Confcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

D euifd at full: to keepe the ftrong in awe. 
Ourdrongarmes be our confcience {words, our lawc. 
March on, ioyne hrauely ,let vs to it pell niell. 

If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to hell. 

His Oration to his Sl'tnie. 

What fliall 1 fay more then 1 haue inferd i 
Remember whom you are to cope withal), 

Afortof vagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittains, and bale lackey pelants. 

Whom their orecloied country vomits forth, 

To defperate aduentures and aflurd dedru&ion. 

You deeping fafie,they bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing landsand bled with beauteous wiuet, 

They would redraine the one,didaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow ■ 

Long keptin Btittaine at our mothers cod, 

A milkefopt.onc that neuer in his life 
Felt Co much cold as ouer fhoo es in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe draglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifhtbeggerswearie of their liues. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond cxpl oy t, 

For want ofmeans poore rats had hangd themfclaes, 

If we be conquered,! et men conquer vs, 

And not thefe badard Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beat cn,bobd and thuropf> 

And in record left them theheires of fhame. 

Shal 1 th efc enioy our lands, lie with our wiues i 
Rauith our daughters, harkc I heare their drum. 

Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, ^ 



■of Richard the third. 

Draw archers draw.yourarrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard.and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

What foies lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 

A/e/C My 'lord, he doth denieto come, 

King. Offwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the cnemie is pad the marfh. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome 
Aduance ourdandards,fet vpon our foes. J 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 

Infpire vs with the fplecne of fierie Dragons, 

V pon them, viftorie firs on our helmes" Exeunt. 

Alarum,excur (ions , Enter (ftatesbie. 

C. atefi Refceiv my lord of Norifolke,refccw,rcfcew, 

The king enacts more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite to euerie danger. 

His horfe is flaine.and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Iord,or elfe the day is tod. 

Enter 'Rf chard. 

Kin. A horfe,a horfe } my kingdom for a horfe. 

Cat eft Withdraw my lord,ilc helpe you to a horfe. 

,<?• s l ai,e I ' iau e fet my life vpon a cad. 

And I will Rand the hazard of the die, 

I thinkc there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

riue haue 1 daineto day, in dead of him, 

Ahorfe.ahorfc.inykingdome/orahorfe. 

/ arum, Enter R, chard and Richmond, they fight, Richards is 
flamy hen retrait being founded. Enter Rtchmod , Darby ,bea, 
ring the cromte.with other Lords, &c 

“ ,h “ ui£qu ' ,rt,£c ’ 

loin the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

S dt offtoiacethy brweswithall, ' 

' Mrc «>Ciuoy it,and make much of it. 
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TheTragedie 

• Rich. Great God of heauen fay Amen to a 1 1, 

But tell me is young George Stanley liuing. 

Her. He is my Lord, and fafe in Lefter Towr e. 

W hither if it plcafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

Rich. What men of name are flaine on either fMef 

Iohn D ukf of N orffolke JV atev Lord Ferris t Jir Robert 
Brookcnbury,csr fir William Branded. 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births. 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers tied, 

• Thar in fumiffion will retnrne to vs, 

And then as we haue tane the facrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunflion, 

That long haue frownd vpot' their enmitie, 

What traitor heares me, and faips not Amen: 1 
England harh long beenernaddeandfcardherfelfc, 

The brother blindlie (lied flic brothers blood, 

The lather rafhlie flaughtered his ovvne forme, 

The fonne cornpeld, been butcher to the fii e, 

A II rhis diuided Yorke and Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire dilution. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each roy all houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioinetogither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fniooth-faftepeac&, 

W T ith fmiling p’entieand faire profperousdaies, 

Abate the edge oftra'tors gracious Lord, 

That wou ! d reduce thefe bloudie daies againc. 

And make poorc England weepe in Ih eatnes of bloud, 
Let them not liueto tafte this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace lines againe, 

That flie may Jpng liue heare,Godfay Amen % 

FINIS. 
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